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Mz mos and Anecdates of Peter Pindar, vii 


A poetical, ſupplicating, modeſt, and affeing Epiſtle to 
thoſe literary Coloſſuſes, the Reviewers, — I 


| 5 8 Oler to the Reyal Academicians, for the Year 1782, 11 


for the Year 178335, — — 4 

For the Year 1785, : — — 7 

Farewel Odes for the Year 1786, . — | 127 | 
Dye . a heroid Poem, Canto I. — 175 
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A poetica and congratulatory Epiſtle to James Boſwell, 
Eſq; on his Journal of a Tour to the Hebrides with 


Dr. Fabnſon, W 247 
Bozzy and Pioæzi, or the Britiſh Biographers, 4 Pair of 
5 Town Eclogues,, — — 265 


Ode bon Ode, or a Peep at St. James's, or New-Year's 
15 "Git or What yu Will, — — 303 
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Ebel, 70 a r calebrated Lgureat, alias the Progreſs of 
Curiefity, alias a Birth-Day Ode, alia: Mr. Whit- 
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Brother Peter to Brother Tem, an expoftulatory Epiſtle, 407 
Peter's Penfun, a falemn Epiſtle to a fublime Perfonage, 449 


% 

+ 

440 
1 » 
4 


uf 


PI » * r 
10 . A 
" ' * 1 
= 
* 
A N * * 2 0 
* 
- 
- 


* I. 


Folq i- 


4 *& £1 ©} © m " 
A 374 1914817 


% 

4 1 i 1 21 

— 1 Ty ry bo 
1 5 2 Va 5 1 F 0 1 

# "0 

Ne — 74 4 a) we do 

#15 : RTE WC nt 

2 eie - er: n 7x 7 v — 1 7 
— #5 STS ii ase e (i D154 

+ : LSE 
: GILL F Hot 


| «4+ 5 10 14 10111 189 MEMOIRS 
> N : — 4 
8 7 


” 7 * 
b DN 03 W * * 1 i 
* * 9 * 2 R Y hay fv ANECDO ES 
MEMOIRS and TES 
Ji %\+ SJ + \ f X , ; 22h Lu 8 IE W 1 . ; 
. "1 A 


gw * 


Fur lives of literary men are generally lo little 
employed! in the buſtle of the world, that their cha- 
racters are perhaps more properly deducible from 
the nature of their an ene than from any ob- 
ſervations of their conduRt. The preſent ſubject, 
however, of our biographic notice has mixed ſo 
much with mankind, and has been diſtinguiſhed for 
ſuch an extenſive intercourſe with the various con- 
| tions of human life, that nothing of the uſual bar- 
- Ten nilpemiry of literary purſuits is to be deemed 
—_O_ 


* 
. 


e 1 L vii J 
-y deſcriptive! of his career though indeed it mult.be 
-"agknowledged-that all repreſentations of it, not fur- 

- -niſhed by himſelf, muſt neceſſarily be conſidered as 
|. partial-and inadequate. d ily mi 


159 


"Ive gentleman then who has figured i in the To- 

85 "al World under the appellation of PE TER Px. 
Dar, i in reality bears the name of . 
z deſcended from a reſpectable family in Devon- 
ire. He was bred to the ſtudy of phyſic, and 
N practiſed ſome time with ſucceſs in Cornwall ; but 
; notwithſtanding that he applied himſelf very fer. 

oully to his profeſſion, a genius like his could not 

2 be reſtrained within the dull limits of formal Hub 

net; - he Was therefore found frequently addreſlng 

5 5 ladies of Helicon, In this 7 he formed a 


connection with the late Sir William  Trelawny, and 


' followed his fortunes to Jamaica, of which iſland 


385 þ "BATS enn ge em nb 
he Was made Governor during the Adminiſtration 

Wo 3 A Amt 7. A 

5 of Card, Shelburne. Ar this s place we find the Doc- 
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| | | W e 
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ing and enjoyed by che lively inhabitants, "If we 
do not miſtake, the Doctor, during his reſidence 


in this Iſland, was induced to enter into the clerical 


function, on a proſpect of important preferment: 
a being diſappointed, he relinquiſned the profeſ- 
fon of a divine before his departure for England, 
nd has never ſince reſumed it. This circumſtance 
"0 his life we underſtand honeſt Peter has always 


.novatd 


been unvilling t to acknowledge ; 5 but a8 impartial 


#1415 # 44 
| Biographers, we think it our duty to. reveal it to 


fi our readers ——On his return to England, he re- 


5 


afumed and purſued his original profeſſion for ſeve- 


ral years; but chung, as it is aid be often has 


rd 


ä wiſely declared, rather to live bappy on one guinea 


| 1 13” ID. 


than miſerable on ten, he quitted, the gloomy cham- 


4 bart LS 


bers of ficknels for the chearful region of Parnaſ- 


18. It i is necdleſs to obſerve what opportunity of 
Losſtt doit 


penetrating into the character, and obſerving, the 
ONE | f 0 


weakneſs of human nature, the g Dodor muſt have 


AL I 


* rived from his rrofeſion; and bow far this might 


gatsd yd fi 1167919 I62165! 
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appointed Phyſician General to the Iſland, enjoy- 


Ide 


EL A KJ 


tend te at him in bi. poetic pri. The 
Doctor' s attachment to poetry, however, at lat as 
tained fuch an aſcendancy over him, that though 
his repute as a phyfician was very high in his native 
county, and confequemiy produQtive of conſidera- 
Ble emolument, he found i it impoflible to extinguiſh 
the poelle fervor: and as the confitted ſphere in 
which he moved in Cortiwall could not afford fuf- 
flctent materials to exerciſe, or ſuffitient entertain- 
ment to gratify a genius like his, he entirely relin- 
quitied his ntedical profeſfion, and commenced his | 
literaty career in a place more adapted to his powers; 
che ample field ol. the Metropolis And here it 


| mut be obſer ved, that the Doctor coped an all. 


Vantage ſeldom poſſeſſed by poets in general ; bor 


41 Having ſome family inheritance of his own, large 


enough t to ſupply all the decent comforts of life, he 
Was under no. eceſlry of courting the favour < or 
fobmitting to the controu of Bookſellers ; and was 
. therefore enabled to give an unbridled indulgence 


oF the bent of his genus, which ſeems vehemently 


5 


; to 


| 
j 


1 1 
to have directed him to ſatire ; in which” be has 
carl equalled t& the firſt writers this n 
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0 N now becomes us to make fuch 2 to 
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the works of this verſatile author as may juſtify the 


Tet be 
57 opinion we have declared of bis genius; which 


indeed i is of ſo Protean a kind, that it appears in 


A8 


almoſt every ſhape; ; and while one fally of his fancy 


excites our admiration, another perhaps immedi- 


2111 


ately occurs of ſo very different : a ſpecies, that it is 
hardly poſſible to ſuppoſe they were both the pro- 
geny 0 of the ſame mind. In one reſpett we confeſs, 


57 


bowever, there i is a drawback on our partiality to 
this author; 5 and that ariſes from the freedom” in 


— 


which he has ſuffered his Muſe to indulge Kee 


If 


on 3 character of a Great Perſonage. | Kings 


1 0 Ti OT, "ICs © 11719 


are characters that 1 158 "be | flightly ſport- 


26 


pe wich, for they” are aQually neceſſary to the 


23317 * 


hs: and decorum of Society ; ; | which, beſſe des 


& ii 4 


5e . en * 


Ne ſolid fapport of uſeful laws, 0 conſider- 


| able 


* - 
— — 


— 


1. 
1 
4 
j 


able fxength, fro fr om the. reverence in which the firſt 
* Magiſtrate, of a.country is beld. by the generaliry 


of the people; for however juſt, the cenſure, the, 
character ſhould be facred ; though to the credit, - 


of our author it muſt be acknowledged, that his, 


| effuſions ſeem: more characteriſed by good humour 


than by the acrimonious ſeverity which diſgraces, 


h the lays of Churchill, and the Letters: of the ele- 


gant but virulent Junius. There 4 is, however | one 


* 


circumſtance i in the life of our author which, as it 
tends to the ſupport o of a beautiful art, deſerves to. 
be, recorded. Let it then be mentioned, that t to 


181. Fn) 


im is Pai TING indebted for Oeis. This great 


2 a3 , 


| Arif was found by our author i in the mines of 


AC 


| Cornwall, where bis genius firſt diſcovered itſelf 1 in 


$2175 


heh, rude efforts as might have paſſed unobſerved, 
inne 1001 


by a leſs. incelligent eye than that of the Docter, 
who faw i in its rougheſt ſhape the excellence which 


has ſince expanded into ſuch importance, 
180 21177 Ott An THE). « GL 1 YES T9907; 1 0 Anne , 
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1 if 1 

ny. 1 0 we h s be er able NEG the 5 Ml 
career of our Ad, his works have appeared' in 
the” following order. His firſt production wat an 
Ebisrrz ro rt REvILwzks, a Lünette 8e 
truly ironicat and LHugbabie fättte. The nent off 

pring”of ki "Muſe was Lais Onzs 10 the 


l NCAEMCIA ANG, which, with all their Is 6 


f 


fit, we Mun cotleſs, in ſome of the Aridtures, Ay | 
deficient” in candour, Aud appear to fo OW more guns 


a love of A than from a. *convittion of the de- 
merits of the objects of his eriticat” ſeverity, i We 
dare cite Mr. W, oft + as an inſtance, who, though far 

from ry perle painter, was entitled to more repel 
o our author. His next work was Lym Ovis 
n the ſame ſubject, with the ſame ſeverity ah an 0 
PD and, ; we are afraid, with the fame want wy 


eand 0 ( f Fun Fan 29 1971, int 221 is vo. 
ndaour, 3 þ 


— 


en 


1 Fir alan at mit anon or wg odw 


ois occuf dt offi bohdhg te Bf a88- 
Dux the intervals of his Odiac effuſions our 
author produced. Tux Lovs1AD, a Mock-Heroie [| 
'I 
\ Poem, abounding in wit, humour and ſtrength ; [| 


* 
* 


but 


L xiv ] 


but at the dune ue deſectire in chat eben due 


from a ſubje& to his ſovereign *. Peter ſhould have 


| recollected the old adage, that © Truth is not to be; 


"ſpoken at all times,” Our author's next perfor 
mance was his Eer6rL ro Janzs BoswsLL,. EsQ,, 
The ſubject was undoubtedly fair game, and fully, 
juſtified the laſh of bis  Juvenalian ſeverity. This 
Poem, for novelty. of imagery, ſtrength of ſatire, 
and.glow of poetry, may rank with any production 
in our language. The next labour of his pen was 
Bozzy AND Piozzv, 2 juſt ridicule of vain and 
n gene After this They N 


„ The harm af. the Louked,: was a Sinner made by 
kis Majeſty one Going) at- ſupper of a ſomething on his plate 
that. had green peas on it. We haye endeavoured, to\detef the 
object that created ſo much diſguſt. From che beſt information | 
we find it to have been a hair from the human head; which 


| PerER, by a | poetica, converted into a Lovsz. Thus 


much happened in conſequence of his Majeſty's diſcovery, vie. 


the cooks, ſcullions, &c. &c. were forced to ſubmit to the dreads 
ful ernten o ſhavingy | to. the number of, filty, and great was 
their diſpleaſure thereat. This we can youth for; but Whether 


it. is a proper ſubje t for: the poct's ridicule or not, is a queſtios 


tat. may n oz ſome controverſy. = es 4 
18 N 


UPON 


; FF ww] 

; e 4 
digs; Knights, Fidlers, and Amateurs, are treated 
with unmercitul ſeverity. ; To, this. ſucceeded Ax 
AZQLEGETIC. ahr rsckler, n WAGE 


CT 5% 4 


0 which þ a may be * as a witty re- 
petition of his ſatirical offences. The next work 
in order, as well as we can recollect, was the Se- | 
cond Canto of the LovslaD, breathing the ſame. 
ſpicit of ridicule, replete with the ſame novelty. of 
imagery and ſtrength of numbers. The enſuing 
production is entitled INSTRUCTIONS TO A RLE 
| BRATED LauREaT, poſſeſſing a vein of ironical 
| wit and humour equal if not ſuperior to any of Bis 
publications. The next performance of our author | 
"was BuorRER PETRA To Daorner Tom, an ex- . 
poſtulatory Epiſtle, no way inferior to any of his 
former productions in wit and ſatire. And laſtly, 
Perux's 8 ; PENSION, a ſolemn Epiſtle | to A ſublime 
Perlonage; ; in which he ſeems to have exerted his 
utingſt- powers of ridicule, and laſhes with indig- 


pr 


2 > 4444 


feeling heart, and was totally unmoved at the death 


of a companion he had himſelf brought into the 
field; ant! expoſes" the ſordid avarice that would 
derive ſome pitiful profits from choaked „ 
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Carmine, Di Super placantur, Carmine, Manes. 
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Farnzns of winden poor wigh befiiend! 
O hear my ſimple prayer in ſimple lays: 
In form4 pauperis behold I bend, 
And of your en, ak a little praiſe, 


I am no cormorant for fame, FRA ſee; 
I aſk not all the lawrel, but a ſprig / 

Then hear me, Guardians of the facred Tree, 
And ſtick a leaf or two about my wig. 


In ſonnet, ode, and Legendary tale, 
Soon will the preſs my tuneful works diſplay ; | 
Then do not damn 'em, and prevent the ſale; 
And your petitioner ſhall ever Fa. 


„ | | My 


* 


* 


* 4-2 * 


eter — 


My "ZAR lara, the Muſe with grief will groan— 


The cenſure dire my lantern j jaws will rue! 
Know I have teeth and ſtomach like your own, 
And that I wiſh to eat as well as you. 


I never ſail, like murderers in their dens, 
You feeret met in cloud cappꝰd garret high, 
With hatchets, ſcalping - knives in ſhape of pens, 
To bid, like Mohocks, hapleſs authors die: 


— A ͤ K N „ 


Nor ſaid, (in your Reviews, together ſtrung) 
The limbs of butcher'd writers, cheek by jowl, 


Look d like the legs of flies on cobwebs hung | 


Before the hungry ſpider's $ dreary | bole. _ 


J ne'er declar'd that frightful as the Blacks,  \ 5 
In greaſy flannel caps you met tojjether, 
With ſcarce a rag of ſhirt about your backs, 
Or coat or brechen to Keep A ny aac 


Heay'n dun mi jnmogent. of all ante ne p 
Againſt your honours, men of claſſi, fame! 

I n&er abus'd your critical profeſſion, _ 
Whole dictum ſaves at once W 2 name. 


415 1 E 


I never ; queſtion'd_ your profound of head, 


Nor vulgar, call'd your wit, your. manners coarſe; ; 
Nor {wore on butcher'd authors that you fed 


Like carrion crows upeh a poor dead horſe. 


J never 


. 


I never faid, that pedlar-like, you fold _ | 
Praifè byt the © Ounce, or pound, like ſauTor cheeſe | 

Too welt T knew you ſilver fcorn'd and gold— | 
Such droſs, A ma Reviewer feldom ſees ! 


I never hinted that with 40" rag 
Books have been ſent you by the ſcribling tribe; 

Which fee hath purchas'd pages of renown: 
No, for I ogy 2505 i the paltry bribe. 
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U 
I ne'er averr'd, you critics to a man, 


For pence, would ſwear an owl excell'd the lark; 
Nor call'd a coward gang, your grave divan, 
Erin ſtabbꝰ d, like baſe allaſlins, in the dark. | 


I never prais d, or blam'd, an author's bock, 
Until your wiſe opinions came abroad; 


On theſe with holy rey rence did T look; 
With you 1 Prais d, or blam'd, ſo help me G-d: 


The fam'd Longinus all the world muſt know: 
The gape of wonder Ariſtarchus drew, 
As well as Alexander's tutor, lo! 


All! all great critics, gentlemen, like you. 


Did any aſk me, „ pray, Sir, your opinion, 
“ Of thoſe Reviewers, who ſo bold beſtride 

« 'The world of learning, and with proud dominion, 
« High on the backs of crouching authors ride?” 


- 


bs Oh oh, Quick 


C41 


' Quick have Later in a rage, « odiblooa! | 
No works like theirs ſuch critieiſm ene: 


9 
. 


« Not all the timber of Dodona's wood 
« E'er ei d more Weg oracle chan . 


Dig ; chow: cry 00 bn er N bras hake, 
Beſure is excellent, 2 partial crew! 
With Is Pæans uſher d to the light, | 

And e to * in che next Revier * 


19 15 


* wi} 


This was my en ie GAL; * ti alt 
(My 2 a . wühufeen my mouth with 
Adam ons dangle lien . 
40 223 1 is not. Tuſtice due to one's dear ſelf? 
« And ſhould | pot _— gin 7 home? 2 HY 
Full often Pye been queltion'd with a ſneer— 
Dy Think you one en not t bride em! * 8 Nor! HB 
Nation, erer 
% A beef. ſteak, with a pot or two 1 rs) 
17100 Might ſave a . 0 


Furious Tre anſwer d, * 1.0, my 12 Caine 
„ Hath begg'd, in vain, 4. ſeat, a Ng Ol 
temple; 
67 Tho? you applaud, their wiſdom. will natifmile, 
And what they diſapprove is curſed ſimple. 


“ Could 


Ty] 


edges. enough the peer might raiſe, 
© Whoſe wealth would buy the oritics.o' 'erando' er: 
« Tis merit only can command their praiſe, 
„% Witneſs the volumes of Miſs Hangah More. N 


* The Search or Happineſs, that beauteous ſong, _ 
6 Which : of 3A would give our ears to own; - 
4 The Captive 15 > | that like muſtard ſtrong, Fu 
6 Make our our. "eyes weep, and * 1 | 
„ groan.“ 
Hail Briſtol town!" Bœotia now no more, 
Since Garfick's 8 Sappho ſings,” tho) rather flowly. 
All hail Miſs Hannah! worth at leaſt a ſcore, 
Ay'twenty _ of Chatterton and MONIES. > 


nig. 941 | 


Men of Node parts are moſtly hy; 
Great Newton's ſelf this failing did inherit; 


HS at 


Thus, frequent, ou avoid.t the public eye, "Gt 
And hide, 3 in n lurking holes, a world of merit, 


Yet oft. pour cautious modeſties I ſee, | 
Wen from your bow'r with bats you ning the 
dark: | 
And Sundays, when no catchpoles prowl for prey, 
©" Oniiether, dining in St. . e p12. 


Aigen tally d of cor ber 1 elne 0 AY 
tically'called by a certain Claſs of Readers, the tenth Muſe, 


. A pair of Tragedies, 


Meek 


The world's loud plavdit, | to! r Fes don? t dete, 


N Arength benen your mat 


L 8-1 


Meek Sirs! in frags yioutchociſe-not'tb apjiany >: - 


And therefore hide your precinus heads, fur fear 


Nor do your haſtily on books decide ; 8 
But Frft at ev 'Ty. coffer-houſe e , enquire, Aren 
How, i in its s favour, runs the public tide, 


184 2 
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5 
There, Wiſdom; aſten wich 4 Critics vig 


The face eee asked 
ing, r ee 


I've | from: o'er. . with a . 
"= W an or if have i it, oxoling, - g 


kel 1 I. Bend * 9 
 Bity the lifted whites of both wy eyes! 


clubs, 1 Mani 0 
Alas! 1 Ball not en Anus fle 


Lo, like an e along the 3 7 
Great Caliban, the giant Johnſon ſtretcht! 
The Britiſh Roſcius too your clubs confound, 
Whoſe fame the furtheſt of the en hath 
redid, | 


2 or hs If 


; £5933 ., 

If ſugh fo eaſy ſink beneath your. might, 

Ye Gods! 1 may be done for in a trice: 
Hurl'd by your rage to everlaſting night 
Crack d with that caſe a beggar cracks his lice. 


If, awful Sirs, you grant me my petition ; 
"With brother pamphlets ſhall my pamphlet ſhine ; 
And ſhould it chance to paſs a firſt edition, 


In capitals ſhall ſtare your praiſe divine. 


Quote from my work as much as &'er you pleaſe 
For Extracts, lo! I'll put no angry face on; 

Nor fill a hungry lawyer's fiſt with fees, 

To trounce a Bookſeller like furious Maſon, bt 


wo *% 


Sage Sirs if favour ! in your Ggbt-1 find, 


If fame you grant, I'Il bleſs each gen'rous giver : 
With you ſound coats, good ſtomachs, maſters kind, f 
— n * . Alec liver. 


WI! 
® e 2 4 bet ween Me Maſon 7. « Bookſeller 3 is ge- 


+ The Bookſellers Ke.” 


-LYRIC 


L IAI IO ODE S. 
TO THE 


ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, 


FOR THE YEAR M.DCC.LXXXII 


Paint and the Men of Canvas fire my Lays, 
Who ſhow their Works for Profit and for Praiſe ; 

| Whoſe Pockets know moſt comfortable Fillings — 
Geining iwo Thouſand Pounds a Year by Shillags. 


| 
; 
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PeTzR giveth an Account of his great: RELATION— 
beaſttth==praiſeth Sir WII L IA CHamBers and 
SOMERSET Houst——applaudeth Sir Josua Ruv- 

rr e eee | 


Mr Couſin Pindar, in his Odes, 
Applauded Horſejockeys and Gods, 
Wreſtlers and Boxers in his verſe divine ! 

Then ſhall not I, who boaſt his fire, 


And old hereditary r 
0 To Britiſn Painters __ a. * ey! 


Say; 4 ſhall yon Dome Pei riſe, 
Striking with Attic front the ſkies— 


EAI kl AO SERGE 4 tit. 2 DES os te» A. AB cr 


—— 


And 1 Jang vhime refuſe, 1000! 217 
To tell the nations round the news, A 
And make poſterity with wonder gap e? 
1 * * uk 
Spirit of Couſin as hol iti e 
By all thy Odes, the world ſhall khow,” / 
That Chambers plann'd it—Be his name rever d 
Sir Willian's joutneymen and tools 
(No pupils of the Chineſe ſchools) 
With ſtone, nnr and lime the fabric rear d! 
7 Thus having put ai Knight in rhime, 
Stone, men, and timber, tools and lime; 
Nowe mn 0 what this rare Dome © . 
Bit dy chat Nero d Fam 169 
Have fixt the labours of their bruſh and brains. 


MA 


** 


0 Muſe! 1 Sir 9 1 walker un 
Shall firſt our 1 2 yric "nd command — 


l SD „ 20 r 2 20. 12: Arn 4 


* Painting Abe. his expreſlon is by no Wand aeant to 
convey the idea of inſult A There is great propricty; if not poetry, 
in it.— The reader Will pleaſe to becbllect, that Painting is an 
imitative art Monkeys are prodigious imitators—witneſs my 
own Odes,—Beſides, Pope compliments the immortal Newton 
* a fimilar luda. 4 


„ 


LY r 


Lo! 


r NL 
Lot Tarleton dragging. on his boot Hort 2. L 
His Horſes feel a a godlike rage. 


And long with Vankies to engage— 

L think I I Walen ſnorting for the fight! | na 
"Behold with fan acl eye. bal goving!. 

1 wilh indeed their manes ſo flowing 
Were more like hair the brutes had been as good, 

If, flaming with ſuch claſſic force, 
. They had reſembled leſs that horſe 
Call d Trajanc-gnd by Greeks, compos'd of wood. 


Now to yon. Angel let us go— 12 

A fine performance too, 1 . 
Who rides a Cloud indeed a pooriſh, 3 | 

Which to my mind. doth, cert6s W 

That ag bum-delighting. thing, 1 
l PA om rept] 


Vet, Ronen, et, me fairly ſays. 5 1: 7 
With pride I pour the lyric lay 

To moſt things by thy able hand art 
, . Compar'd,, alas! to other Ain. 

3 bon art an eagle to a wren! 

Now, Mrs. Muſe, attend on Mr. mn 
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{ PeTER falleth foul on 1 Nr. Wit for =, "Hunting 
. our Ble d Rx DRB ER like An OLv-Cz.6THes- 


Man — and for miſtepreſenting Je NvobtLes. 
A brrrx Geferibeth. Nr. Paur, = Ji Ubas and 
J the ApasTLEs=Cutteth up Mr. Wesr* 4 en 
Attacketh another Pittur, of Mr. Wes?” e=Weeps 
erh over the hard Tate 0 Nahe Ofcr avids and 
Avcus- TUS, Children f onr Moe Clarion South 


ra 9 . . : 00 46 
Su. wage GG . $4.5... v TP b 4 : 
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K AL Ty At 44 whe = 7 V.. * 1 A. * | 5 
| | Why, painted Cod iAlmighty's Sn 17 we 
i Like an Old-Clothesaman, abomt London — 5 
f Place in his hand-g rug E +4, 1, 18 
i To hold each ſweet collected rag; 
We then en charucter ee, 
. . or & #12 wy | ih 8 
Tr e I'm ETD 1h A Gu 
Were not the fellows thou haſt maler, 2 
For Heav'n's ſake, Wa, pray ru Fa n 
There? S not a mortal who 8 5 
They look'd like old * Salv˖ẽê's Thieves, - 
N 4 they might not look like Gentlemen. Y 


4 
til 
| 

[| 
| 
| 
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22 
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| * ow $Hearcr Roſa, happy in bis charaQers of Banditti | 
. St. 


os E 1 

St. Paul moſt candidly declares, 

He could not give himſelf high airs 
Upon his perſon—which was rather homely—. 
755 „yt really, as for all the reſt, _ 

Save Judas, who was a rank beaſt, 

They, a all were, decent labourers, + and comely. 
* T Sr in des can't t boaſt the grace 
T0 Indian Angels by their faces— 
Bu ſpeak—where are their wings to mount the 
-. wind? _ 

One wou'd fuppake M*Bride by bad met em 
Ik thou haſt ſpare ones, quickly get em, 

Or elſe the lads wil bor be left behind. fg 


Ty: * 72-4 * . a $1 


Ohoſt of Ode! tell the Bard; 
And thou, Anguſtus, us'd fo hard,” 
| why Wet hath murder'd you, my tender lambs ? 
You bring to mind vile Richard's deed, 
Who bid your Royal Couſins bleed, 
For which the world the Tyrant's mem'ry damns. 


mt, 1 muſt oon thou deſt inhetir 
"Some pontion of the painting ſpirit— 


"8 Py 4. famous for l men of war, 48 "re J 
1 his letter to the r 12 


; BO 1 IN 3 
Dut cult me—aivt extraordinary inge 
Some merit tudu muſt ſurely own, - * 
By getting up ſo near the throne,” 
And gaining whiſpers from the Beſt of Kings. 


o D E mn. N 


P ER adminiftereth 1. Advier 1 es younty > 


Painters. 


Dat. muſt mount by. Dow: degrees to 
Glory— = 
- *Tis Stairs muſt wind us to the Attic "ol 


Thus thought my Gakar oi mann * 


Czar; a „Württ chat 
Who bound himſelf, in Roland /to a trade; 
A very pretty Carpenter he made 


And then dente home, and but u Man of War. 


The kad hv would a 'Pothecary 8 
Should powder Claws of Crabs, aud Jalap, fine, 
Keep the Shop clean, and watch it like a Porter: 
Learn to boil Glyſters—nay, to give them too, | 
- If blinking Nurſes can't the bus'neſs dog 
Write well the Labels, and wipe well the Mortar. 


— FO — ' re og 
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* To Ruſſia. 
Before 


0 1 


Before chat Boys can riſe to Maſter-Tanners, Za 
Humble thoſe Boys elt hos and mind their 
manners; 8 
Deſpiſing PRIDE, whoſe with it 10 e Wick en 
And mornings, with a bucket and a ſtick, 
Should never once diſdain to pick, 
From ſtreet to ſtreet, fair Jumps of Album Græcum. 


Thus ſhould young Limning Lads themſelves 
_ demean; 
Learn how to keep their Maſters Bruſhes clean, 
And learn to ſqueeze the Colours from theBladders— 
Fourbiſh up Rags the ſhining Pallet ſot.— ; 


| Keep the Knives bright—and cke the Eaſel 
neat 


© Such arts, to Fame high Temple are the Ladders, 


Yound Men- ofefat are the a arts 1 mention ; ; 
(Believe me, not an atom is invention). 
The Inſtant that I pen this Ode, I know © 
A Jew-like, ſhock-poll'd, ſerubby, ſhort, black 
More like a Cobler than a Gentleman— — 
Working on Canvaſy, like a dog in _— : 


By Heavens ! with nee more knowledges 
than theſe, ; 


He earns a Guinea ev'ty Day with eaſe; 
C 2 | Attempteth 


— 25 n 


20 ] 
Attempteth heads-of Princes, Dogs, Cats, aire 
Now ona Monkey  vent'reth—now a Saint— 


Talks of bimſelf, and much himſelf n 
A ſtruts the verieſt Bantam Cock of Paint. 


But mind me, Youths, I don't Conceit oh 
Becauſe tis fulſome. to men's ears and eyes; 
Whoſe tongues might cover you with ridicule— 
And pray, who loves the appellation, Fool? 


Vet, if in ſpite of all the Muſe can fay, | 


You will 1% on going the wrong way, 


And «iſh to be a Labghing-ſtock— 
Copy our little old black Bantam Cock— 


Whoſe foul, moreover of fuch fort is 12 n. 
With ſo much acrimony overflows, | 
As makes him, whereſoe'er he goes, 

A walking Thumb-bottle of 7 * 


e 1 ODE 


1 


80 D * w. hs 
7 he 1 Bard commendeth Mr. Shins S 
PI Rerommendeth LanpscaPs to the Artiſt. 


Anv' now, 0 Mute, with fong to big, 
Tarn round to Gainſ#roug}'s Girl and Pig, | 

Or Pig and Girl I rather ſhould have ſaid: 2h 
The Pig in white, I muſt allow, 

Is really a well-painted Sow: 

I. with to my the an rtr of che A. 


As for poor St. tad 4 Pritice, ' 
Had I their places 1 ſhould wince, 
Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high : 
Juſt like your felons after death, 
On Bagſhot, or on Hounſlow Heath, 
That force from traveller: the pirying 2 77 


Vet Gainſernegh has pen merit too, 
Wou'd he his charming fort purſue— 
To mind his Landſcape have the modeſt grace - 
Yet there ſometimes are Nature's tints deſpis'd : 
I 1 wiſh them more attended to, and priz'd, 
Inſtead of Trump'ry that uſurps their place. 


ODE 
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1 + with AIR 751 fatal J 1 
canveniencie. . Accounteth for the Leanneſs and 
Regs of the Musk - Diſplayeth Military Science 
Telleth a wonderful Story of a'SpANI8H Marquis 
| —Talketh. ſenſibly of @ Greyhound, a Hawk, and 


4 nem out the 0 er Subjects 2 
9 4 See b 


Pa INE Rs and Poets never ſhould be Fat— 
Sons of Apollo ! liſten well to that. 
Fat is ſoul weather —dims the Fancy's fight: 
In poverty, the wits more nimbly muſter : 
Thus Stars, when e by froſt, 1 keen. 
er luſtre | | 
On the black blanket of Ou p Morne Non, 92 


Your how Fake 1 will 8 

Is perfect Birdlime of the Brain: 
And, as to Goldfinches the ene. 
Fat holds Ideas by the legs and ps! 


Fat flattens the mol brilliant Thoughts, 5 | 


Like the Buff. Stop anden, or Sg þ 


Muffling — — 5 little ranch - «oy 
That would have chirp'd away like Linnets. 


INS L 


Not 
Ny | 


CME] 
Not only Fat is hurtful to the Arts, 
But Love, at Fat—ev'n Lovs ALMioHrx ſtarts— 
Lovx hates large, lubberly, fat, clumſy Fellows. 
| n blowing like a n. Bellows. 


| 


In ai amidſt the various akin, | 

What eloquence of NogTH's-is loſt by Fat! 
Mute in his head-piece on his boſom hung, 
How many a Speech hath flept upon his Tongue 


90 far Apollo's right, I need muſt own, 

To keep his Sons and Daughters high in bone: 
The NINE too, as from Hiſtory we glean, 

Are, like Don ions RosINAN'TE, lean ; 


Who likewiſe favey all eee 1 
And therefore travel very thinly clad ; +. 
Looking like Damſels juſt eſcap'd from jails, 
With backs I oe 


Hom, with large. rolls of Fay, would act 
A Soldier, or à Sailor? 
And 'tis a well-atteſted fact, 
Apollo was as nimble as a Taylor. 
How could he elſe have caught that handſome flirt, 
Miss DArRNE, racing through the pools and dirt? 


The 


- 1 
1 
+4 
* 
q 
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The Marquis ef Cz#6x4," of "great Parts: 


oo 


Could ſcarce ſupport” himſelf, he was o big 
He ſtary'd—drlinke" Vinegar by pints and quarts, 
And got dewn to a Chriſtian—from à Pig. 
Some Aut fas, his ſkin (but ſome will doubt 
bim) Ne re. Reed wats 


Would fold a half a- dozen des ooh kfin," * 1 


Reader an lie I urge not an i6ta : 4 
His ſkin would really round his body come, 


Though tight before as parchment on a drum N 
Juſt" like a Ne 82 F 


_ 


— 1 lend Merker 45 2 
Painters and Bards ſhould — & eat: 


No matter, verily, how flight their fare 


Nay, thou 5 Camelion-like they fed n air 


Elſe POL like 1 much inclin'd to Feeding 
Who, often when they fatten, leave off Breeding ; ; 
Or, like the Hen, facetious Aſop's s ſtory, 
So knovn-—1 thall not hy the "Tale before ye. 


You would not Joad with Bar + a derer, 
Or Greyhound you deſign to courſe; 5 
Nor would Werz fatten up the Hauk, 

You mean to nimble birds to, talk. 


oY 
"2.4, 16 7X. 


Then 


t. 25. J. 


Tben pray, yaung Bruſhmen, if you wiſh ta 
thriyxe, 
7 keep your Genius, and the Art alive, 
Gottble: not quantities of fleſh and fiſh up: 
. . Bxincs who can no harm from Fat receive, . 
Mey feaſt 8 for Heay'n's fake leave 
a Hog, or. * 
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PeTER flattereth, Mr. MasoN: nnn 
that maſt brilliant Landſcape-Painter, Mr. Lov- 
THERBOURGH — PETER admireth, praiſeth, and 
ae the Engliſh Claude, WIISo r. 


n ; ES — ; may be f 
— fax as I cam fory _ 
But, faith! I cannot praiſe a ſingle feature; 6 
* Yet, when it fo ſhall pleaſe the Lord. 
Jo r make his people out of Board, 
Thy pictures will be tolerable Nature, i 


QI972, 0 Fl 


| 40 
And Kaze. when Heav? n 6 vile, 


To make  Braf Skies, and Golden Hills, | 
TAC ; With 


By Britain let in ny to ow. 


'S 7 


With Marble Bullogks in Glaſs Paſtures grazing ; 
Thy reputation too will riſe, . 


* 
611 


Aud people, gaping with ſurpriſe, A 
Cry, * Monſieur ann is, moſt e 


Bot des malt wait for that. ene, 
Perhaps the change is never meant — 


Till. then, with me, thy pencil will not ſnine— " 


Till then, old red-nos'd Wi, Hon's art 
Will hold its empire oer my heart, 


But, honeſt Willon, never mind ; 
Immortal praiſes thou ſhalt find, . © . - 
And for a dinner have-no cauſe to, fer- FR 
Thou ſtart'ſt at my prophetic rhimes— . 

Don't be impatient for thoſe time; 
Wait till thou haſt been dead an hundred year. 


PeTzR breaketh out into Learning, and talketh Latin— 
Adviſeth young Artiſts to do no more than they can 
do—Recommendeth to each the Knowledge of his 
Genius —PzTER talketh of AHſ Fables and Mr, 
STuUBBs—PzTz & ventureth on the Stage Record- 
eib a Story of an Actor, and concludeth facetiouſly. 


„Y fir, Macenas, ut nemo quan fibj forten””— 
Was partly written for thoſe fools 
Who flight the very art that would tupport em, 
In ſpite of Gratitude's and Wiſdom's rules. 


It brings to mind old Æſop's tale, ſo ſweet, - 
Of a poor country-bumpkin of a Stag, 

Who us'd to curſe his clumſy Legs and Feet, 
But of his Horns did wonderfully brag. 


Unlike our London poor John-Bulls, 
Who, from the wardrobe of their ſculls, 

Could, with the greateſt pleaſure, piece-meal = 
Such pretty- looking n geer. 


But, to the ſtory of the Buck, 
* (many Engliſh ones) much out of luck. 


When | 


L 28 7 
When to a thicket Maſter Buck was chas'd ; | 
- His' fav*rite' Horns contriv'd to {poll his - "4 
By keeping the Young Squire in limbo faſt, 


Till John the Uuntlinan came and cut his thioat, 


P11 50 rt enten eg 1 


Unfortunately for the Graphic Art, 
Painters too often their - true genius thwart; 
Mad to accompliſh What can ne'er be done, 
They form bd e opt world of fun. 
$2.33] Mee SAMTSE JL 
The Man of Hilbry wi to deal in little, 
Quits laſting oil, for periſhable ſpittle 
The Man of Miniature to Hiſt'ry ſprings, | | 
Mounts with an ardour wild the broom-like Bruſh, 
Makes for Sublimity a daring puſh,” 
And Cy" ine i bis one wings. 
Tis ſaid that 1 fo ſo much the temper 1085 
Of that ingenious Artiſt, 'Mr.'STopps, N 
As calling him a Horſe-· painter How ſtrange, 
That STuBBs the title ſhould: deſire to change! 
Yet doth he curſes on th' occaſion utter, 
And fooliſh quarrels with his bread and ter. 
Les, after Landſcape, Gentlemen and Ladies, 
This very Mr. Srogzs prodigious mad iss 


' 


SQ. 


£7: OS 
So quits Werren which he Man Nan ride 
To Fame's fair Temple, happy and unhurt; it 


And takes a. Hobby-horſe to gall his pride, 
That ä _ like a lubber, in the dirt. 


The blk lame folly. x reigns, tog, on, de sage, 
Such for impoſkibilities the rage! LETT, 
The Man of Farce, to Tragedy Wau Cate 


x - d 
* 11 19 3 


And, 2 ne feels 3 fires— 


4 * ”. + a6 
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Wilevou for Healer * Gels u 211105 
And thought it dev'liſh hard to be denied. — 
The e courtly  ABINeToN's-untoward Star 
Wanted her reputation much to mar, 
And ſink the Lady to the Waſhing-tub— — 
So whiſper d“ Mrs. Abington, play Scrub“ 
To folly full as great, ſome imp may lug her, 
And bid her LE in Nick and * Wa 


7 


* 3 > md: at . time, 

That now I pen my verſe ſublime, 
Could not, to ſave his ſoul, find out his fort— | 

But lo! it happen'd, on a lucky night, 
Hs e on the ſubject got a deal of light; 
And thus doth Fame the cireumſtanee report. 


3s J 
Aer * to Pit, and Bones, 
To take a dram, the Actor ſtrolf'd to Fox 
| Where ſoon his Mend ie i uch meu 
ſaying, . „ eich ea e 
Offering a thouſand pretty 1 
With full-confirming Oath- ejaculations 
Unto this Son of Theſpis, for his playing. 


ce By Han nel quoth he, utrivall'd is thy me: 
lit 
« Thou play dſt to-night, my friend, with matchleſs 
T \ 
« Tounds! my dear fellow, Wee 0 Hul, 
If ever part was ated half 5 well!“ 


The Actor bluſh'd, pa” bow'd, and ſilly look'd, 
To hear ſuch compliments ſo nicely cook d 

Getting the better of his mauvaiſe honte— 

And ſtaring at che other's ſteady front, ; 


He afl:24— What part, pray, mean 9er for, in 
| e troth, | 4 
C Eo know of none that you ſhould ſo commend'— 
What part?” replied the other with an oath : 
4 The bind-part of a TREE t my dear friend! of 


* A Terra near the Playhouſe. 


+ A Part in one of the Pantomimes, which bete A large 
portion of kicking, braying, obſtinacy, and tail-wriggling. 


1 


Ade 


E #1 
The Player, 'pleas'd inſtead of being hurt, 
Thank'd him for the diſcovery of his prey 


Purſued his genius —ſought no higher ame, 
And by his e won amen vied “ 


Ao uit 1 
5 . - 4 
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Fx. Co 7 a 2 21 to gy | 
Thou own'ſt the title of R. A.— f Rib 
I fear, to damn thee twas the devil's. ſending— 

. Some, honeſt calling quickly find, _ 
And bid thy Wife her kitchen mind, 
Or ſhirts and ſhifts be making, or be mending. 


f Madam cannot make, a ſhirt, 
Or mend, or from it waſh the dirt, 
Better than paint—the Poet for thee feels— 
Or take. a ſtitch up in thy ſtocking, 
(Which for a wife is very ſhocking) 
I pity the condition of "y han. 


What vanity was in your kalk 
To make you act ſo like two fools, 


8 1 


5 ＋ ra your daubs, tho' made with Ae 
bains out? "eg = Ic 
Could Raphaet's. angry — e 
And on the figures caſt his eyes, PT ION 
He'd catch a piſtol up, and blow mw brains out. 


Moss, 3 in this critieiſin, I fear, 

Thou really haſt been too ſevere: 

Cos wa paints Miniature with ach and ſpirit, 
And Mrs. Cos war boaſts a fund of merit. 


Be more like W Hour its page; : 
And ſhun of furjous Juvenal the rage, 1 1. 

Of whom old Scaliger afſertg—* qui jugulat'”— — 

Id g- the fellow would not murder, boggle at. 


This Scaliger employs, too; the word trucidat : 
That is, the Bard would- dafh through thick and 
chin, f 5 $ 2x 111i 0 
And, like a ruffian, would fo uſe ye, that 
' He would not leave a whole bone in your ſkin. 


ODE 
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PzTER exhibiteth» Bible K NP” YORI oy 
. tators, and n ee Rec) oi 
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9 R . Pre read my Bible over, 

of whoſe fine art 1 own myſelf a lover, ; 
Puts me in 'mind' of Matthew, the firſt chapter— 1 
Abram got lle —Ilase, Jacob got— — | 
Joſeph to get, 'was lucky Jacob's Lot, 

| And all his brothers, 

Who very nat rally made others, 1 
Continuing to the end of a long e 8 
A genealogy I read with rapture. 


Hoc 


- + ” 
11 1 7777 — 


8 * 4 5% 
ee 1 ' 


Yes poſſibly, not with ſo much delight, ; 
As Queenſb ry's, Doxe delighting in e 


courſes, 
Reads (which Pm told he doth, from morn, to 
night) _ 


The noble pedigrees of Runding Horſes, TS 
Penn'd with a deal of ſubtlety, and labor, | 
By that great Turf-Apoſtle, Mr. HEBER. ; 


-- 


* - 
D f : | Si * 


34 


Sir Jozwy4's, happy pencil hach produe d. 


A hoſt of Copyiſts, much of the ſame feature ; 


By. which the Art hath greatly been abus'd— 


I own Sir Jos HUA, great—but Nature ener. 
But what, alas! is ten-times worſe— 
The progreſs of the Art to cus: + 
The Copyiſis have been copied too; 
And that, I'm e will never do. 


n 1814 Bie 
Such Painters are "like Pointers N Fam 
Intent on pleaſure, and Dog-fame ; ne 


Suppole a half. a- dozen dogs, or more, | 
Snuffing, and Tame: ring, croſling the fi field 0 er, 


ieh enn 


One Pointer fr the Partrid ge- points 
Fix'd like a ſtatue on the pleaſing Sale! | 


How act the others ?—Stop their camp ring joints; P 


And, lo! one's Noſe is on his neighbour's Tal. 
Perhaps this Dog-compariſon, of mine, 140 
Though vaſtly natural, and vaſtly fine, . 

May not be fully underſtood oh 15 
By all the youngling Painter Brood; 

Therefore, that into exror they may nt 5 om, wo 
I think PI. be a little more a, home. 


YH 4 


ö 75 


41 = 2 
11 „ide, 


1563 IE | | 4 1017. Nd "4444 . 199434 


"ek a Damſel of 1 the Cyprian claſs, 
A& freſh-imported, lovely, blooming laſs, 


#* 
1 . 


0 ay, 


x $4 

Gay, cirelefs;"Iniffri, ogling in the Park— 
| Soppele the chars, ſo eating t tothe eye, 

Catch the witd glance; and ſtart the am Tous ſigh, 
Of ſome" folng roving military Spar! as 

oo DIO ANN 95 E 0816 en. Ute 

Lo! as if touch'd by balliff fle, or by "thunder, ; 
Sudden he ſtops—all-over ſtaring wonder at 
A thouſand fancies,” his warm brain furround ;' 
And nail'd, as if by magic, to the ground, 


He points towards "thoſe Hafcinating charms 
That rous'd the bolt of ne vp in arms. 


A brother King ics the ſtock: Aut b. hd, 


And ſudden ban * "pouring what it 
meang— 2 8 11 : 


Another Enſign; taking this for nad. 


” ww 


. ho his 90 1 Jack, age be leans? : 45 | 
Another Enfign after bin, too, ſauntering, | | 
Stops ſhort, and to his eye applies his glas — 
To know what ſtay'd his brother 'Enfig ign's \cantering, 

Not. freaming of that etc, the Lass. | 


5 1 


Thus noſing one the other's back, 
Stands in a goodly row the King's s red FM 
Except the fir/t, whom NaTurE's charms inflame— 


His noſe | is ce towards. "the - Lamb. a 
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E'en ſo, the PRE SID ENT, to. Na Trunk true, 
Doth mark her form, and all her haunts purſue; 
Whilſt half the filly Bruſhmen of the land, 
Contented take the Nyweu at ſecond-hand ; 

Imps, who juſt boaſt the merit of Tranſlator— 
Horace" $ EM. pecu.—Initatori. 


- » * PETER yeereth Meſjicurs SERRES and LOFFANI, and 


praiſeth and condemneth Mr. BaRREr. 


SkRRES and Zorrarn! I ween, 

I better works than yours have ſeen— 
You'll ſay, no compliment can well be colder— 
Why, as you ſcarce are in your prime, 

And wait the ſtrength'ning hand of Time, 
I hope that you'll improve as you grow older“. 


Believe me, . thou haſt truth and. 
taſte ; | 5 


Vet ſometimes art thou apt to be unchafte : 


® The firt is about 70 years of age, and the laſt 63 or 64- 
| Too 


L. 9 2 


Too oft thy pencil, or thy genius, flags— : 
Too oft thy Landſcapes, Bonfires ſeem to be; 
- And in thy buſtling Clouds, methinks I ſee 
The Reſurrection of op Racs. 


O Catron, our poor feelings ſpare! 
Suppreſs thy traſh another year; 

Nor ſ of thy folly make us ſay a hard thing 
And lo! thoſe daubs amongſt the many, 
Painted by Mr. ErwarD Penny! + 

They truly are not worth a half a farthing, 


Don 


Privm e FAsHION—Adviſeth Pen 
uſe their own Eyes and Noſes ; and ordereth what 
is to be done with a bad Noſe, : 


Oxz Year the Pow'rs of Faſhion rule 
In favour of the Roman School 

They hey, for Drawing! Raphael and Pouſſin. 
The following year, the Flemiſh Schools ſhall 
ſtrike 
Then hey, for Col'ring— Rubens and Van- 

dyke; 
And, lo! the Roman is not 3 a pin. 


{8-3 


Be not impos'd upon by Fasmion's roar— 

Faso too often makes 'a menſtrous noiſe, 

Bids us, a fickle jade, like fools adore _ 
The pooreſt traſh, the meaneſt, toys. 


bd 


And as a Gang of Thieves a buſtle make, ' 
With greater eaſe your purſe to take, e £ 
| $0 FASHION frequently, her point to (81 
Sets up a howl enough to ſtun a ſtone, nas a 
And fairly picks the Pocket of your Brain, 
That is, if — Ih you chance to Own. . 
Carry yout Eyes with you S085 er you go—. 1 
For not to truſt to them, 1s to abuſe em, 
As Nature gave them t' ye, you ought to know 
The wile old Lady meant chat vou ſhould uſe em; 
And yet, what thouſands, to our vaſt ſurpriſe, - ; 
of Pictures judge by other. people” 8 Eyes! | 


CL FI VI ve% 


When Nate made: a preſent of 2 | Noſe "0 


To each man's face, we juſtly may ſuppoſe 
She meant, that for itſelf the Noſe ſhould, think, 
And judge in matters of Perfume. and Stink ; 
Not meant it, for a mule alone, poor hack l 
To bear Horn SpeQacles upon its back — 0 


++ Suppoſe it cannot ſmell, what, og i Joudl * 
"ON It . 


- 
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The Lyric Baz groweth witty on Mr. PeTzRs! 5 


Angel and Child—and Madam ANGELICA Kavrr- 
AN. * 


Dr AR Peters ! who, like Luke the Saint, 
A man of Goſpel art, and Paint, 
Thy pencil flames not with poetic fury: 
If Heav'n's fair Angels are like thine, 
Our Bucks, I think, O grave Divine, 
May meet in t'other world the Nymphs of Drury. 


The Infant Soul I do not much admire: | 
| It boaſteth ſomewhat more of fleſh than fire— 
The picture, Peters, cannot much adorn ye— 

I'm glad though, that the red-fac'd little Sin- 


ner, 


Poor foul! hath made a hearty dinner, 
Before it ventur'd on ſo long a journey. 


Angelica my plaudit gains. 
Her art fo ſweetly canvaſs ſtains! 


Her Dames, ſo Grecian! give me ſuch aelight! 


But,” were ſhe married to ſuch gentle males 
As figure i in her painted tales— 


y fear ſhe'd find a ſtupid wedding night. 
r 


ODT 


o DE xm. 


PeTER laſbeth the Ladiar. Ee turneth $ try eller-— — 
PETER grieveth. 


Wn LTHOUGH the Ladies with fuck Beauty 
blaze, 

They very frequently my paſſion raiſe— 

Their charms compenſate, ſcarce, their want of 
= Tofte— © 

Paſſing amidſt the EXhIBTrIoN crowd, 

I heard ſome Damſels faſhionably loud, 
And thus I give the Dialogue that paſs d. 


60 * Oh! the dear Man! (cried one) ag here s a 
1 bonnet! 


He ſhall paint nel am determined on it— 


« Lord! Couſin, ſee! how beautiful the Gown ! 
What charming Colours: here” $ n. Lace, here's 
10 Gauze! Ls 
What pretty Sprigs the fellow draws! . 
& Lord, Couſin: he $ the clevereſt Man in town ! * 


« Ay, Couſin,” cried a ay” « very. true— 
« And here, here's charming 2 oy and red. and 
6c blue — eh a 1 7 
* There's 


L * J 


„ There's a complexion beats the Rouge f Wark. 
© REN! | 
See thoſe red Lips, oh la! they are ſo nice! 
What roſy Cheeks then, Couſin, to entice— 
« Compar'd to this, all other heads are carrion.— 


* Couſin, this Limner quickly will be ſeen 

« Painting the PIN ESG RovarL, and the Quezn: 
« Pray, don't you think as I do, Cox? 

But we'll be painted „ip, that's poz.” 


Such was the very pretty Converſation 
That paſs'd between the pretty Miſſes, 
Whilſt unobſerv'd, the glory of our Nation, 
Cloſe by them hung SIR 1 s matchleſs 
| pieces— 
Works! that a TiT1an's hand — form alone 
Works | that a Revsens had been proud to own. 


Permit me, Ladies, now to lay before ye 
What lately happen'd—therefore a true Story. 


„ 8 70, R . 


WALKING one afternoon along the Strand, 
My wond'ring eyes did ſuddenly expand 

ou a pretty wh of Country Laſſes— . _. 
Heav'ns! 


12 I 
„ Heay'ns! My dear beauteous ſe how d'ye 
cc do? F lg 9 / 
6e Upon my foul, Fm 3 glad to ſee ye.“ 
<< Swinge! PETER, we are glad to meet with you ; 


« We're juſt to ER ny — 


«© be Ki 


c We're wy 4 1 while tis light, 
5 To ſee St. Paur's before tis dark.— 
6 Lord! F come, for once, be fo polite, _- 
6 And condeſcend to be our ſpark. * 


* With all my. heart, my Angels.” On we walk'd, 

And m::ch of London—much of Cornwall talk d: 
Now did 1 hug myſelf to think o 

How much that glorious ſtructure would ſurpriſe— 


Ho from its awful grandeur they would ſhrink © 
With open mouths, and marv'ling eyes? 


As near to Ludgate-Hill we drew, | . 
St. PauL's juſt opening on our vie 
Behold, my lovely ſtrangers, one and all, 
Gave, all at once, a diabolic ſquawl, 
As if they had been tumbled on the ſtones, - | 
And fore confapaded cart had crull'd ale henes, 
After well fright'ling people with their cries, 
And ſticking to a Ribbon Ts their eyes - 
1007 | They 


L 


They all rufh*d:in, with ſounds: enough to tun 
And a e N all tn, thus /> pM 


& Seine! x hae) are Colours then to pleaſe! 

127 6] Yelightful things, I'vow to Heavn ! 

«© Why! not to fee ſuch things as theſe, 
We never 800 _ been forgiv'n.— 


titty! 
a+44 


% Here, Here; are clever ings—good Lord! 
“ And, Siſter, here, upon my word— 

“ Here, here \—16k ! here are beauties to delight ; 3 
5 Why: how a body” s heels might dance 

e Along from Launceſton to Penzance, 

mM Before that” one might n mee: with fuch A Aut! 22 


t Come, Ladiesy 'twill be dank * cried E- e fear: 

60 Pray let us view St. Pais, it is ſo near.“ 

« Lord | PETER, (eried the girls) don't mind St. 
PAUL | 

& Sure ! you” re a moſt incurious ſoul— 

6 Why—we can ſee the Church another day, 

** Don't be afraid—St. FAUL'S'< can run de oth 


* 
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If & 2 os thy boſom felt a Thought > = 3 y T 
Drops tears of pity, with che Man. of Rhime! 
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PeTER diſclaimeth Flattery—Deſcribeth the GNA 
Monarque—and promiſeth critical Candour. 


3 1 ee | a 

IS very true, that Flattery's not my fort— 

1 cannot to Stupidity pay cout — | 

And ſwear a face looks ſenſe, (the picture ouffing) 
That boaſts no more expre Wor than a muffin. 


And yet, a Frenchman can do this, 
And think he doth not act amiſs ; 
Although he tells a moſt confounded lie— 
King Lewis leads me into this remark, 
Call'd by his People all, L Gzany Mo- 
NARQUE= | 9855 
A Demi-God in every Frenchman's eye. 


His Portrait by ſome famous hand was done, : 
And then exhibited at the Salon— _ 
At once a courtly Critic criticiſe — 


“ Where is the brilliant eye, the charming 


<« grace, 
< The ſenſe profound that marks the Royal | 


% Face— ' 
25 The Soul of Lewis, that * very wiſe is ?” 


. Yet 


[ 45 ] 7 


Yet when he bawl'd for Senſe, he bawl'd, I wot, 
For furniture the head had never got. | 
Reader, believe me that this Gentleman 

Was form'd on Nature $ very I plan.— | 


Clumſy in 5 and ſhoulders, head and gullet, 
His mouth abroad in ſeeming wonder loſt, 
As if its meaning had given up the 8 

His eye far duller than a leaden bullet; | 
Nature fo lighting the poor Royal Nob, 
As if ſhe bargain'd for it by the job. 


Therefore, ſhould mighty G. ++ +3. OT _ Lonp 
Non, | = 
Both Gentlefolks of high * 
Think it worth while to ſend their Faces forth, 
To ſtare amidſt the RorAL Exniaition— 


If Likeneſſes, Pll not condemn the Pictures, 
To compliment thoſe mighty People's polls — 

I ſcorn to- paſs unfair, and cruel ſtrictures, 

By aſking for the Graces, or their Souls, 


| 
| 
| 


[ 46 J 
Oo D * Atv. 
PETER prai iſeth Mr. Srurss, and adminifterath 
zoholeſome Advice—Surpriſeth Mr. Hoxs with a 


Compliment—Concludeth with ſuſpefting the n 
 Titude of the, Royal Wee, rr 


Wil gera- thy Horſes, Stubbs, 1 view, 
And eke thy Dogs, to nature true: 
Let modern artiſts mateh thee if they can 
Such animals thy genius ſuit— 
Then ſtick, I beg thee, to the Brute, 
And meddle not with Woman, nor with Man. 


And now. 2 Mr. Nathan Hane | 
In portrait thou'rt as much alone, 


As in his Landſcape ſtands th* unrival'd Claude 


Of pictures I have ſeen, enough, 
Mioſt vile, moſt execrable ſtuff! | _ 
But none ſo bad as thine, I vow to God. 


Thus in the cauſe of Painting loyal | 
Sublime I've ſung to Artiſts Royal— 
With Labour-pains the Muſe hath ſore been torn ! 
And yet each Academic Face, 
I fear me, hath not got the grace 


To ſmile upon the Bantling, now *tis born. 
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PsTER pufſeth —Diſplayeth learning.—Praiſeth the 

REviewERs.—Deſcribeth himſelf moſt pathetically. 
Conſoleth himſelf. — Diſliketh the road to tbe 
Temple of Fame by means of a piſtol, poiſon, or a 
rope. — Addreſſeth Great Folks —Giveth the Kine 
| broad bint.— Aſteth a. queer queſtion —Maketh 
as queer an apoſtrophe to Geniwvs. 
Sons of the Bruſh, I'm here again! 
At times Pindar, and Fontaine, 

Caſting a poetic pearl (I fear) to ſwine ! 
For hang me, if my laſt year's Odes 
Paid rent for odgings near the gods, 

Or put one ſprat into this mouth divine. 


/ 


* The Attic ſtory, or according to the vulgar phraſe, Garret. 
E | For 


„„ 
For odes my Covsix had rump-ſteaks to eat! 
So ſays Pauſanias—loads of dainty meat ! 
And this the towns of Greece, to give, thought fit: - 
The beſt hiſtorians one and all declare, | 
With the moſt ſolemn air, | 
The poet might have guttled till he ſplit. 


How different far, alas! my Worſhip's fate! 
To ſooth the horrors of an empty plate, 


The grave“ Poſſeſſors of the Critic Throne 
Gave me in-truth, a pretty treat— 


Of flattery, mind me, not of meat; 
For they, poor ſouls, like me, are Kin and bone, 


No, no! with all my Lyric pow” IS, 

I'm not like Mrs. Cos wav 8+ Hours, 
Red as cock-turkies, plump as barn- door chicken: : 
Merit and J are miſerably off— : 

We both have got a moſt conſumptive cough ; 
Hunger hath long our harmleſs bones been picking: 


Merit and I, fo innocent, ſo good, 
Are like the little Children in the 5 88751 


© See the Reviews for laſt year. ; 
+ A ſublime picture this! the expreſſion is truly Homerical. 
Ahe fair Artiſt hath in the moſt ſurpriſing manner communi- 


cated to canvaſs the old E's idea of the Brandy-fac'd Hours. 
— gee the IIiad. 


And 


I: 8 
And ſoon, like them, ſhall lay us down and die! 
May ſome good Chriſtian Bard, in pity ſtrong, 
Turn Redbreaſt kind, and with the ſweeteſt 
ſong . >. 
Bewail our hapleſs fate with 25666 eye! 


Poor (Water was MV d —vith all bis at! 

Some conſolation this to my lean heart. 

Like him, in holes too, ſpider-like I mope: 
And there my Rev'rence may remain, alas! 

The world will. not difcover it, the aſs! 

Until I ſcrape acquaintance with a rope: | 


Then up your Walpoles, Bryants, mount like 
bees; 

Then each my pow'rs with adoration ſees— 
Nothing their kind civilities can hinder— 
| When, like an Otho, I am found: 8 

Like Jacob's ſons they'll look one t' other round. 
And cry, Who would have thought this a young 
 Pindar ?” 


Hanging's a diſmal road to fame— 
Piſtols and poiſon juſt the ſame— 
And, what is worſe, one can't come back again— 
Scon as the beauteous gem we find, 
We can't diſplay it to mankind, 
Tho? won with ſuch wry mouths and wrigling pain. 
E 2 Ye 


Is. 


nd 


| 

| 

| 
| 


* 
Ye Lords and Dukes ſo clever, ſay, 
 _ (For you have much to give away, 
And much your gentle patronage I Jack] i 
| Speak, is it not a crying fin, 
That Folly's guts are to Ins ns 


Whilſt mine are ſlunk a mile into my ra] ? 


Oft as his Sacred Majeſty I ſee, . 
Ah! George (I ſigh) Thou haſt good things 
Vuiuatth thee, | 
Would make me ſportive as a youthful cat: 
It is not that my ſoul ſo loyal 
Would wiſh to wed the Princeſs Royal, 
Or be Archbiſhop—no! I'm not for that. 


Nor really have I got the grace 
To wiſh for Laureat Whitehead's place; 
Whoſe Odes Cibberian—ſweet yet very manly, 


Are ſet with equal ſtrength by Mr. Stanley. 


Would not one ſwear, that Haare n lov'd fools, 
There's ſuch a number of them made? 

Bum-proof to all the flogging of the ſchools, 
No ray of knowledge could their ſculls pervade : 
Yet,, take a peep into thoſe fellows breeches, 
We ſtare like congers, to obſerve the riches. 


O Genius! what a wretch art thou, 
That canſt not keep a mare nor cow, 
Wich 
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With all thy compliment of wit ſo friſky 
Whilſt Folly, as a mill-horſe blind, 
Befide his compter gold can find, 
And Sundays ſport a trumpet and a whiſky, 


— ꝶ—ß . ———U— — 


1 DR 


PETER criticiſeth.— Addreſeth the Britiſh RAPHAEL, 
| —Premiſeth Mr..WzsT great things, and, like 
great folks, breaketh his word.—Laugheth at the 
Figure of King CHARLES Laſbeth that of OLIVER 
CroMweLL ; and ridiculeth the picture of Peter 
and John running to the Sepulchre.—Under/tandeth 
plain-work, and, juſtly condemneth the ſhortneſs of 
the ſhirts of Mr. Wrsr'r Angels.—Concludeth 
with making that Artiſt a handſome offer of an 


American Immortality. 


/ 


N OW for my criticiſm on paints, 

Where bull-dogs, heroes, ſinners, ſaints, 
Flames, thunder, lightning, in confuſion meet ! 

Behold the works of Mr. WzsT! 

That Artiſt firſt ſhall be addreſt— 


His pencil with due reverence I greet— 


EI _ Still 
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Still bleeding from his laſt year's wound, 
Which from my doughty lance he found; 
Methinks I hear the trembling Painter bawl, 
« Why doſt thou perſecute me, Saul?” 


Weſt, let me whiſper in thy ear— * 
Snug as a thief within a mill, 
From me thou haſt no cauſe to fear: 
To panegyrie will I turn my kill ; 
And if thy picture J am forc'd to ne, 
PII fay moſt handſome things about the frame. 


Don't be caſt down—inſtead of gall, 
Molaſſes from my pen ſhall fall : 5 
And yet I fear thy gullet it is ſuch, 
That could I pour all Niagara down, 4 
Were Niagara praiſe, thou wouldſt not frown, 
Nor thigk the thund'ring gulph one drop too much, 


Ye Gods! the portrait of the King! 
A very Saracen. a glorious thing / 


It ſhows a flaming pencil, let me tell 5e 
Methinks I ſee the people ſtare, 


5 And, anxious for his life, declare, : 
Eng George hath got a fe lip in his belly.” 


Thy 


[L 3s J 
Thy Charles What muſt; I fay to that? 
Fach face unmeaning, and ſo flat! 
Indeed firſt couſin to à piece of board 
But, Muſe, we've promis'd in our lays, 
To give our Tankey Painter praiſe; 
$80, Madam, tis but fair to keep our wort, ) 


Well then, the Charles of Mr. We 2 


And Oliver, I do proteſt, 
And eke the uitneſſes of reſurrection; 


Will ſtop. a hole, keep out the wind, 
And make a properer window. blind 
Than great] Correggio's, us'd for horſt· protection. 


They'll make good floor-cloths, taylors' mea- 
For table coverings, be treaſutes, 


With butchers, form for flies, moſt charming flappers; ; 


And Monday mornings at the tub, 
When Queens of ſuds their linen ſcrub, 
Make for the blue-nos'd nymphs delightful wrap- 
pers. 


+ Correggio's beſt pictures were actually made uſe of in the 


Royal Stables in the North, to keep the wind from the tails of 
the horſes. 


+ Peter and John. 
| Meſt, 
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Nat, I forgot laſt year to ſay - 
Thy Angels did my delicacy hurt; £ 
Their linen ſo much coarſeneſs did diſplay : 
What's worſe each had not above half a ſhirt. 
I tell thee, cambrick fine as webs of ſpiders 
Ought to have deck'd that brace of heav'nly 
Riders. - 


Could not their ſaddle-bags, pray, jump 
To ſomewhat longer for each rump? 
| I'd buy much better at a Wapping-ſhop, 
By vulgar tongues baptiz'd a flop! _ 
Do mind, my friend, thy hits another time, 
And thou ſhalt cut a figure in my rhime: 


Sublimely tow ring *midſt th Atlantic roar, 
PII waft thy praiſes to thy * native ſhore ; 


Where Liberty's brave ſons their Pœans ſing, 
And every ſcoundrel Convict is a king. 


[ 
1 
| 

| 

| 


ODE 
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ODE m. 
The Poet addreſſth My. r 
ęreat Scripture erudition-—Condemneth Mr. Gaixs- 
 BoROUGH's Plagiariſm —Giveth the Artiſt whol- 
' ſome advice. —Praiſeth the ' Corniſh Boy ; : and fayeth 
fine things fo JACKSON, | 


N OW, Gamsponovon, let me view thy Lining 
labours, 
Who, mounted on SE painting 13 : 
On other Bruſhmen look ſt contemptuous down, 
Like our great Admirals on a gang of ſwabbers. 


My eyes, broad ſtaring Wonder leads 
To yon dear * neſt of Royal heads! 

How each the ſoul of my attention pulls! 
Suppoſe, my friend, thou giv'ſt the frame | 
A pretty little Bible name 
And call'ſt it Goigatha, the Place . anf 1 


Say, aidft thou 3 paint em (to be free)? * 
An Angel finiſh'd Luke's tranſcendent line 
Perchance that civil Angel was withithee— 
For let me periſh if I think them thine. 


* A frame fall of * in moſt humble imitation of the 
Royal Family. 


Thy 


[83 


Thy * Dogs are good but *, to make thee 
ſtare, Ce! 
The piece hath gain'd a number of deriders 
| They tell thee Genius in it had no ſhare, | 
But that thou foully ſtol'ſt the Curs from un 


Ido not blame thy borrowing a hint, 
For, to be plain, there's nothing in't 
The man who ſcorns to do it is a log: 
An eye, an ear, A tail, a noſe, 
Were modeſty, one might ſuppoſe; 
But, 2— ds! thou muſt not ſmuggle the whole Dog, 


oO Garxs80r0Ven, Nature plaineth fore, 
That thou haſt kick'd her out of door, 
Who, in her bounteous gifts, hath been ſo free 
To cull ſuch genius out for thee— 
Lo! all thy efforts without her are vain! | 
Go find her, | Kiſs her, and be friends : again. 


9 Muſe, who form'd that matchleſs head ; 
The Corniſh Boy f, in tin mines bred ; 
Whoſe native genius, like his diamonds, ſhone 
In ſecret, till chance gave him to the fun.- — 
Tis Jac K50N's portrait—put the laurel o on it, 
While to that tuneful Swan [ oy a Sonnet, . 


A picture of Boys letting Dogs to bebt. 
+ OPIE. 


S0 NNEI, 
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S O NN. E , 


To FAC XS ON. "of EXETER, 


e ING Harmoniſt! the art is thine, 
| Unmatch'd, to pour the ſoul-diffolving air, 


That ſeems poor weeping Virtue's hymn divine, 
Soothing the wounded boſom of deſpair! 


O ſay, what Minſtrel of the ſky hath giv'n 
To ſwell the dirge, fo muſically lorn ? 

Declare, hath dove-ey'd Pity left her heav' n, 
And lent thy happy hand her lyre to mourn? 


So fad thy ſongs of hopeleſs hearts complain, 
Love, from his Cyprian iſle, prepares to fly; | 
He haſtes to liſten to thy tender ſtrain, 7 | 
And learn from thee to breathe a ſweeter ſighs I | 


* — e_— err eo — — _ 
r3 — * * y 


ODE 
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IX ODE V. 
| The Grrar Peres, by a bold Pindaric jump, leap. 
eth from Sonnet to Gull-catching. 


R E AD ER, doſt know Fa mode of cn 
Gulls? IF 
11 not, I will inform "ene 2 board . 
And place a fiſh upon it for the fools— 
A Sprat, or any fiſh by Gulls ador'd; 


- Thoſe birds who love a lofty flight, 
And ſometimes bid the Sun gopd night; 
Spying the glittering bait that floats below; 
Sang cerémonie, down they ruſh, 

For Gulls have got no manners) on they puſh, 

And what's the pretty conſequence, I trow? _ 
They ſtrike their gentle jobbernowls of lead. 
Ptump on the board—then lie' like Boobies 

dead. | 


Reader, thou need'ſt not beat thy brains about, 

To make ſo plain an application out— | 
There's many a painting Puppy, take my word, 

Who knocks his ſilly head againſt a board— 


. That 


14 


That might have help'd the ſtate- made a good 
Iailer, K . 
A Nightman, or a tolerable Taylor. 


6 x 


Prrr R diſcovereth more Scriptural Erudition.—Grows- 
eth ſarcaſtic on the Exhibition.—Giveth a wonder- 
ful account of St. DExN1s.—Bluſheth for the honour 


of his country.—Talketh ſenſibly of the Duc vz 
. CHARTRES and the FRENCH King. 


9 Fnw me in Sodom out,” (exclaim'd the Lord) 
Ten, Gentlemen, the place ſha'n't be untotun d 
6e That is, I will not burn it ev'ry board:“ 
The dev'l a Gentleman was to be found! 
But this was rather hard, ſince Heav'n well knew 
That ev'ry Fellow in it was a Yew. | 


This houſe is nearly in the ſame 5:5: 


| Scarce are good things amid thoſe wide abodes— 
Find me ten pictures in this Exhibition 


That ought not to be d—n'd, I'll burn my Odes 


1 


[5 
And then the world will be in fits and vapours, 
Juſt as it was for poor Lord Mangſield's papers *. 


St. Dennis, when his jowl was taken off, 
Hugg'd it, and kiſs'd it carried it a mile 

This was a pleaſant miracle enough, 
That maketh many an Unbeliever ſmile. 


bn Sblood! 'tis a lie!“ you roar Pray do not ſwear, 

Jou may believe the wondrous tale indeed 

Speak, haven't you ſaid that many a Picture here, 

Was really done by folks without a head? 

And haven't you ſworn this inſtant with ſurpriſe, 

That he who did that hing had neither hands nor 
. 


"How is it that ſuch miſerable ſtuff, | 
The walls of this ſtupendous building ſtains ? 
The CounciPs ears with pleafure I could cuff; 
Mind mei don't fay batter out their brains. 
What will Duke Chartres ſay when he goes home, 
And tells King Lewis all about the Room? 


* To the irreparable loſs of the public, and that great Law 
Expounder, , burnt ! burnt in Lord George Gordon's religious 
| conflagration.—The newfpapers howled, for months; over their 
aſhes, Obe jam ſatis eff. 


Why, 
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Why, viewing ſuch a ſet of red-hot Heads, 
Our Exhibition he will liken Hell to; 
Then to the Monarch, who both writes and reads, 

Give hand- bills of the Wonderous Katterfelto ; ; 
—_— th? Academy was all fo flat, 
He'd rather ſee the Wizard and his Cat. 


O D E VI. 


The BriT1sn PETER elegantly and happily depicteth 
his Great Couſin of Tuzzss.—Talketh of Fame,— 
| Horſewhippeth the Painters for turning their own 

Trumpeters. | 


A Deſultory way of writing, | 

A hop, and ſtep, and jump, mode of inditing, 
My great and wife relation, Pindar, boaſted : 

Or (for I love the bard to flatter) 

By jerks, like Boar-pigs making water, 

Whatever firſt came in his ſconce, 

Bounce, out it flew, like bottle ale, at once, 
A Cock, a Bull, a Whale, a Soldier roaſted. 


What ſharks we mortals are for Fame ! 
How, poacher-like, we hunt the game ! 


No 
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No matter for it, how we play the fool 
And yet, tis pleaſing: our own laud to bear, 
And really very natural to prefer „ 

| One Grain of. Praiſe to Pounds of Ridicule. 


Pve loſt all patience with the trade 
I mean the Painters—who can't ſtay | 
To ſee their works by Criticiſm diſplay'd, 
And hear what others have to ſay ; 
But, calling Fame a vile old lazy ſtrumpet, 
Sound their own praiſe from their own * penny trum- 
pet. 


4 


Amidſt the hurly-burly of my brain, 
Where the mad Lyric Muſe, with pain, 

Hammering hard verſe, her {kill employs, 
And beats a tinman's ſhop in noiſe z 
Catching wild tropes and ſimilies, 
That hop about like ſwarms of fleas— 

| We've 40% Sir JosHua—Ah:! that charming Elf, 

Pm griey'd to ſay, hath this year loſt hinfolfs | 


Oh ! Richard, thy + St. George, ſo e 
Wiſdom and Prudence could not faye 1 


2 


* At the beginning of the Exhibition the public p papers ſwarm- 
eld with thoſe ſelf-adulators. | 


3 See Mr. Coſway's Foo of Prudence, Wiſdom, and Va- 
Tour, arming St. George. | 


From 
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| From being foully murder' d, my good friend: 
Some weep to ſee the woful figure, 

Whilſt others laugh, and many ſnigger, 

As if their mirth would never have an end. 


Prithee accept th' advice I give with forrow— + 
Of poor St. George the uſeleſs armour borrow, 

To guard thy own poor corpſe—don't be a mule— 
Take it—ev'n now thou'rt like a hedgehog quilPd, 
(Richard, I hope in God thou art not Aid 

By the * ſhafts of merc'leſs ridicule. f 


% 


Pity it is! 'tls true tis pity! _ 
As Shakeſpeare lamentably ſays; 
That thou, in this obſerving City, 
Thus runn'ſt a wh-r-ng after PRAISE: - 
With /rong deſires 1 really think thee fraught; 
But, Dick, the Nymph ſo coy will not be caught. 


1 for thy e mind! 
In this thy wounded pride may refuge 604 
Think of the Sage who wanted a fine piece : | 
Who went, in vain, five hundred miles at leaſt, 
On Lais, a ſweet fille de joie, to feaſt— 
* 858 n, of Greece. 


Prithee give up, and fave the paints amd oil; 
And don't whole acres of good- canvaſs ſpoil : 


F Thou'lt 


/ 
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Thowlt fr, " Lord! many RET 40 like me,” 
Lord! fo have fellows robb'd—nay, further, 
Hundreds of villains haye committed Murther ; ; 

But, Richard, are theſe Precedents for thee ? 


* 


D E.. MI. 
PETER groweth nyo 


et Narv RE“s. a coarle, vile, bias 6 | 
I've faid it often, and repeat it— _ 
She doth not underſtand her trade 

| Anil, e mind fur ph, hope ene 


1 for heaven's . at pow ſkies! 
What are they !—Smoke, for certainty, I know ; 
From chimney-tops, behold! they, riſe, 175 
Made by ſome ſweating Cooks below. 


Lock at wo dirt in 3 from whence i it comes: 
From hogs, and ducks, and geeſe, and horſes bums— 
Then tell me, Decency, I muſt requeſt, 


Who'd copy ſuch a dev'lith naſty be? 


Paint 


_—_ 
Paint by the yard your canvaſs ſpredd 
Broad as the mainſail of a man of war- k- 
Your Whale ſhall eat up ev'ry other Head, 
Ev'n as the * licks * 


va you, bulk is no bad trick— 
By bulky things both Men and Maids are taken— 
Mind too, to lay the paints like mortar thick, 
And make your picture look as red as Bacon. 
All folks love fize; believe my rhime, 
Burke ſays, tis part of the Sublime. 


. A Fo RR, I forget his name Van e. 
Van Slabberchops, Van Stink, Van Stab, 


No matter, tho' I cannot make it out 
At calling names I never was a dab: 


This Dutchman then, a man of taſte, 
Holding a cheeſe that weigh'd a hundred pound, 
Thus, like a Burgomaſter, ſpoke with judgment 
vaſt, 
© No Poet like my broder ſep de ground: 


« He be de beſteſt pour, look! 
„Dat all de vorld mult pleaſe l 

Vor he heb vrite von book, 
So big as all dis cheeſe /””” © 


Fa 


[a] 

If at a dance you would paint a Pig, 
Make out each ſingle briſtle on his back: 
Or if your meaner ſubject be a Wig, 
Let not the caxon a diſtinctneſi lack ; 
Elſe, all the Lady Critics will ſo ſtare, 
ns angry, _ 0 Tis not a bit like hair * 

Be ſmooth as er e Dznnts, fin m high: 
Then every tongue commends—  - 

For people judge not only by the eye, 
But feel your merit by their finger- ends: 
Nay ! cloſely 29g, o'er the Picture, dwell; 
As if to try the Goodneſs by the Smell. ; 


—— 


Claude's diſtances are too confus'd— _ 
One floating ſcene—nothing made out=— 

For which he ought to be abus'd, 
Whole works have been ſo' cried about. 

Give me the pencil whoſe amazing ſtyle 
Makes a Bird's beak appear at twenty mile; 


And to my view, eyes, legs and claws, will hring, 
With ev'ry feather of his tail ang wing. 


Wy 8 | 

Make all your trees alike, for 3 n | 
Fond of variety, a wayward child— 

| To blame your taſte ſome blockheads may preſume; ; 
Bur, min that ev'ry one be like a Brom. 


Ol 
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Of Steel and -pureſt Silver form your Waters, 
And make your Clouds like Rocks and Alligators, 


Whene'er you paint the Moon, if you are willing 
To gain applauſe—why paint her like a Shilling: 

Or SO L's bright orb—be ſure to make him glow 
preciſely like a Guinea, or a * Jo. 

In ſhort, to get your Pictures prais'd and ſold, 
Convert, like Midas, ev'ry thing to Gold. 

I ſee, at excellence, you'll come at . 1 
Your Clouds are made of very brilliant ſtuff; 
Ihe blues on China Mugs are now ſurpaſs'd, 
Your Sun-ſets yield not to-Brick-walls, nor Buff. 


in Stumps of Trees your art fo finely theres. | 
They really look like Golden-hafted Knives ! 
Go on, my Lads—leave Nature's diſmal hue, | 
And She ere long will come and copy Tow. 


7 A Portugal Coin wulgarly called a Johannes, 
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ODE IX. 
Tue ſublime Peres 1 in 'a | Sweat, 


| As have I rig for this ticks, 
My Odes, a little wild and rambling— 
May people bite like Gudgeons at my rhime | 

| I long to ſee them ſcrambling— 
Then very ſoon Fll give em more (God willing) 
But this is full ſufficient for a + Shilling 

For ſuch a trifle, fuch a heap! ! 

Indeed, 1 ſell my Goods too 8 


_— = 8 Artiſt cries, 
5 With open mouth, and ſtraining eyes; 
b Gaping for praiſe, like a young Crow for meat— 
| „Lord! why, you have not mention'd ne!“ 
Miention'd Thee? 
Thy impudence hath put me in a ſweat— 
What rage. for Fame attends both Great and 
Small ! 
Better be did than BAL as not at all. 


- — 


Now Eigliteen Pence, with Additions. 


LYRIC 


LY R M n 6 


FOR THE YEAR M.DCC.LEXXV, 


ODE 1 


The divine PETER giveth an account of a confer« 
ence he held laſt year with SaTIRE, who adviſed 
him to attack ome of the R. A.'s, to tear Mr. 


WesT's works to pieces, abuſe Mr. GainsBo ROUGH, . 
fall foul of Mrs. Coswav's Sampſon, and give 4 


gentle ſtrote on the back of Mr. Rio AD. The 
Poet's gentle anſuer 10 Satire The Ode of Re- 
monſtrance that PETER received on account of his 
n IC Birds Reph—Peron 5 reſolution. 


e N OT, not this year the lyric Peter ſings, — | 
"I great R. A.'s have wiſh'd he: ſong to 
60 ceaſe; 


e 1 will not pluck a feather from your wings, 
* So, Sons of Canvaſs! take your naps in 


$6 peace,” | 


Such 


—ů . er 


——— ——ů— — 
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Sucb was my laſt year's gracious ſpeech, 
Sweet as the King's to Commons and to Peers, 
Always with ſenſe and tropes as plum-cake rich ; 
A luſcious banquet for his people ears! 


* Not write!” cry'd Satire, red as fire with rage, 
Ibis inſtant glorious war with Dulneſs wage; 
© Take, take my ſupple-jack, 
44 Play St. Bartholomew with many a back! 
4 Flay half the Academie imps alive! 
„Smoke, ſmoke the drones of that 3 
4 hve, 5 


cc Reals with * 8 idol, Weſt; FE: 
And then proceed in order with the reſt: 
This mament knock me down his Maſter Moſes*, 
On Sinai's Mountain, where his noſe is 

. *. Cack'd up ſo pertly plumb againſt the Lord, 
Upon my word, 

6 With al that eaſe to Him who rules above, 
& As if that Heaven and he were hand and glove.” 


6 « Indeed, ” quoth L M « the NN Ba pins of 


« merit, 


12 Though not e throughout of equal pit. py 


* Moſes receiving the Law on Mount Sinai. 


« What!” 


"os. 
& What!“ anſwer'd Satire, & not knock Moſes, 
deen; 
O ſtupid Peter! what the nn mean ye? 
5 He looks a poor, pert barber of the town, 


Wich paper lign-board out, Shave for a 
Penny.“ 


* Obſerve the piteous Iſraelite once more — 
«© Wears he the coyntenance that ſhould adore? 
„ Nol 'tis a ſon of lather,—a rank prig; 

6 Who *ſtead of fetching the moſt, facred Law, 
“With ſober Looks, and revyrential aws, 


— 868 pertly tripping up to fetch a Wis. 


* 


= With all her thunder bid the Muſe 
& Fall furious on the groupe of Jews, 
66 Whoſe ſhoulders are adorn'd with Chriſtian faces: 


“% For by each phiz, (I ſpeak without a gibe) 
„There's not an Ifraelite in all the tribe 


„ Not that rhey are encumber'd by the Gaacts. 


<« Strike off the head of Jeremiah *, 
F And break the bones of old Iſaiah +; 


+ - . 


„A Picture by Mr. Weſt. 
F Another Picture by Welt. 


% Down 


Thas Satire to the gentle Poet. cry > 
| —_ thus,” with lamb-like ſweetneſs, law 


L 6 | 
Down with the duck-wing'd Angels *, that abreaſt 
« Stretch from a thing called cloud, and: by 

ve: their looks, | 


0 Wear more the viſage of young rocks 
Cxwing for victuals from their neſt. tha 


« Deal Gainſborough a laſh, for pride ſo ſtiff, 

Wund robs us of ſuch pleaſure for a miff; 

« Whoſe pencil, when he chuſes, can be chaſte; 
Give Nature's boots and plaaſe the on . * 


« of cuts on . 1 don't by Suite TY 
| © Between two garden-rollers ſtaring, | 


« Shown by the lovely Dalilah foul play! 


To atams tear that f Frenchman's vb; * 


1 Then bountifully deal the laß: 
« ee N Hs to dub him an R. A." 22 


5 


* 


Dear Satire! pray conſult my life and eaſe ; 
© Were I to write whatever you deſire, 


c The fat would all be fairly in the fire,— 


R. A.'s ſurroynd me like a ſwarm of bees, 


flu the Apotheoſi is, a Picture by Welt. 
A Picture by Mrs. Coſway. T Rigaud. 


* O Or 


t n 1 


4 Or Uke a flock of ſmall birds round a fowl 
% Of Jolemn ſpeculation, call'd an OWL.” “ 


Quoth I, O Satire, I'm a ſimple youth, | 

« Muſt make my fortune, therefore not ſpeak truth, 
«© Altho' as ſterling as the holy bible.— 

* Truth makes it (Mansfield ſays) the more a libel : 
„ 1 ſhall not ſleep in peace within my hutch ; 

* Like Doctor Johnſon *, I have wrote Too Much.“ 


When Mount Veſuvius + pour'd his flames, 
And frighten'd all the Naples dames, 
What did the Ladies of the city do? 
Why, order'd a fat Cardinal to go 

With good St. Januarius's head, 
And ſhake it at the MounTaiN midſt his riot, 
Io try to keep the Bully quiet: 
The Parſon went, and ſhook the jowl, and ped; ; 
Snug was the word—the flames at once. kept houſe, 
The bellowing Mountain was as mute 's a mouſe. 


* The ſtory goes that Sam, before his political converſion, 
replied to his preſent Majeſty, in the Library at Buckingham 
Houſe, on being aſked by the Monarch, Why he did not write 
© more ?— Pleaſe your Majeſty, I have written h much.” So 


candid a declaration, of which the ſturdy Moraliſt did not be- 


lieve one ſyllable, procured him a penſion, and a muzzle. 
+ -See Sir William Hamilton's account. 


Fan | Thus, 


— 
- — JT — 
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Thus, ſhould Lord Mansfield from his S en 
To ſhake kie liow mane-like wig at ne, 
| And bid his grim-look'd Myrmidons a gal: — 


Wich heads Medufan, aud with heart of bone; ut) 
Who, if they did not furn me into one, 


right tm mp limes ſr ge in jk 


Read, ne Ode, juſt come to wok! 
Giving the Muſe to underſtand: - 
That cruelty and ſcandal ſwell her "hea 
And that” twere better far ſhe held her tongue. 


To TEND R PIX DAR. T 


An Thouſand frogs, aport': a ſummer! 8 day, 

Were ſporting midſt the funny ray, 

in a large pool, reflecting every face. 

They ſhow'T their gold. lac'd cloaths with pride, 
In Harmleſs (allies; frequent wied, 

And gambol'd through the water with a grace. 


It happen'd that a band of boys, ; e 
| Obſervant of their harmleſs joys, @_ 
- Thoughtlefs, reſolv'd to ſpoil. their happy ſport; 
One frenzy ſeiz di both GREAT and MALL, 
On the poor frogs the rogues began to fall, 
Meaning to halb them, not to do them Hurt. 

| As 
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As Milton quaintly ſings, * the ſtones gan pour,” 
Indeed an Otaheite ſhow'r! | 
The conſequence was dreadful, let me tell ye g/ #1 
5 Oxx's eye was beat out of his head ;— 
This limp'd away, that lay for dead,.— 
Here mourn'd a broken back, and there a belly. 


Amongſt the ſmitten, it was found, | | 

Their beauteous Queen received a wound 3; : 
The blow gave ev'ry heart a figh, 

And drew a tear from ev'ry eye :— | 

At length King CROAK got up, and thus begun— 
* My lads, you think this very pretty rux! 


* Your pebbles round us fly as thick as hops,— 

« Have warmly complimented all our chops ;— 
To you I gueſs that theſe are pleaſant tones / 

| « And ſo they might be to us Frogs, | 

Lou dammn'd, young, good-for-nothing dogs, 

„But that they are ſo hard,—they break our 
* bones.” | 


PzTER ! thou mark'ſt the meaning of this fable— 
So put thy Pegaſus into the ſtable; 
Nor wanton thus with cruel pride, 


Mad, Jehu-like, o'er harmleſs people ride. 


1 
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Wo drop the metaphor, —the Fair *, 
Whoſe works thy Muſe forbore to fare, 
Is bleſt with talents Envy muſt approve; 
And didit thou know her heart, thou'dſt ſay— 
* PERDITION cateh the 1DLE Lay?” 
Then His thy Lyre to INNOCENCE, and Loves 


* Poh! poh ?? cry*d Satire, with a ſmile, 
% Where is the glorious freedom of our Ie, 
f not permitted to call names?“ 
Methought the argument had weight— 


« Satire,” quoth I, © you're very right 
80 once more forth volcanic Peter flames! | 


> 7 = Mrs. Coſway. 


ODE 


2 
* 
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O0 D. E 


The Poet correcteth the Muſe's warmth, who begin- 
neth with little leſs than calling names. —Hinteth 
at ſome academic Giants —A nd concludeth _ a 
pair of * and elegant Similies. 


dog Tac RAGS and Bobtails of the facred 
RgBruſn! 

For Heaven's ſake, Muſe, be prudent: 
| huſh! huſh! | : 
The Ode with too much violence begins : 

The great R. A.'s, ſo jealous of their fame, 
Will all declare of them, we make a game, 
And then, the Lord have mercy on our ſkins! 


Huſh! 


Think what a formidable Phalanx, Muſe, 
Strengthen'd by Meſſieurs Garvay and Rigaud, 
and Co. 


How 2 ſuch a body to abuſe! 


Then there's among the Academic crew, 

A MAN *, that made the preſident look blue 
Brandiſh'd his weapon—with a whirlwind*s forces, 
Tore by the roots his flouriſhing diſcourſes ; | 


* Mr. Barry. 
G And 


— — — — — 


1 


And ſwore his own ſweet Iriſh howl could pour 
A half a dozen ſuch, in half an hour. 


Be prudent, Muſe!—once more I pray— 
In vain I preach ! th' advice is thrown away: 
Ev'n now you turn your noſe up with a ſneer, 
And cry—“ Lord! Reynolds hath no cauſe to fear: 
When Barry dares the Preſident to fly on, 
Tis like a Mouſe, that, work'd into a rage, 
Daring moſt dreadful war to wage, | 
Nibbles the tail of the Nemæan Lion. 


Or like a Louſe, of mettle full, 
Nurs'd in ſome Giant's ſkull— 
Becauſe Goliath ſcratch'd him as he fed, 
Employs with vehemence his angry claws, 
And gaping, grinning, formidable jaws, 
To carry off the GIAN T's Heap! 


„ 


O D E. IL 


De Poet addreſſeth Sir Wu kA CHAMBERS, a 
Gentleman of conſequence in the Election of R. A.'s 
He accuſeth the Knight of a partial and ridiculous 
diſtribution of the Academic Honours-—Threateneth 
him with Rhime—Adviſeth' a reformation. 


O NE minute, gentle Irony, retire 
Behold! I'm graver than a muſtard pot; 
The Muſe with bile hot as fire, 
Could call fool, puppy, blockbead, and what not? 
As brother Horace has it—tumet jecur : 
Nor in her angry progreſs will I check her. 


Pm told, that Satan hath been long at work 
To bring th' Academy into diſgrace 
Ch! may that Member's b—ck—de feel his fork, 
Who dares to violate the ſacred place 
Who dares the devil join 
In ſo nefarious a deſign ? 
Yet, lo! what dolts the honours claim ! 
I leave their Works to tell their name. 


E 5 2 G 2 | Thꝰ 
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Th' Academy is like a microſcope—— 
For by the magnifying power, are ſeen 
Objects, that for attention ne' er could hope; 
No more, alas! than if they ne' er had been. 


\ 


© - 8o rare a building, and ſo grac'd 
With monuments of ancient taſte, 
Statues-and Buſts, Relievos and Intaglios; 

For ſuch poor things to watch the treaſure, 

Is laughable beyond all meaſure 

*Tis juſt like Eunuchs put to guard Seraglios. 


Think not, Sir William, Lm in jeſt— | 


By Heaven! I will not let thee 'reſt:- 
| Yet thou may'ſt bluſter like bull-beef ſo big; 

And of thy own importance full, : 

Exclaim—* Great cry, and little wa“ 4 

As Satan holla'd, when he 'ſhav'd the Pig. 1 

| Fs V 


Yes, thou ſhalt feel my tomahawk of ſatire, 
And find that ſcalping is a ſerious matter: Y 
Shock'd at th* abuſe, how rage inflames my veins ! 
Who can help ſwearing, when ſuch wights he 
Crept to th' Academy by ways and means, II. 
Like mites and ſkippers in a Cheſhire cheeſe? 


What. 


1 
What beings will the next year's choice cle, 
The Academic liſt to grace? 


Some feeletons of art, I do ſuppoſe, 
That ought to bluſh to ſhow their face. 


Sir William ! tremble at the Muſe's tongue ; 
Parnaſſus boaſts a formidable throng ! 
All people recolle& poor Marſyas' fate, 


Save ſuch as are dead, drunk, or faſt aſleep : / 


Apollo tied the culprit to a gate, 

And flay'd him as a butcher flays a ſheep : 
And why?—Lord! not as hiſtory rehearſes, 
Becauſe he ſcorn'd his piping—but his verſes : 
In vain, like a poor pilloried punk, he bawl'd 


And kick'd and writh'd, and ſaid his pray'rs, and 


ſprawPd ; 
"Twas all in vain—the God purſu'd his ſport, 
And pulPd his hide off—as you'd pull your ſhirt / 
Then bid not rage the Muſe's ſoul inflame, 
Whoſe thundering voice damnation makes or fame. 


You'll aſk me, perhaps, © Good Maſter Peter, 


s! pray 
he “ What right dere you to ſpeakx? then pertly 
ſmile: 
III tell you, Sir—My pocket help'd to pay 
fe? For building that expenſive pile, 


A pile 
What * 


ö 
| 
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A pile that credit to the nation gains, 
And does N honour to your worſhip! $ brains, 


It made a tax on candles and ſhoe-leather, | 

Of monſtrous uſe in dirty weather: 

It made a tax on butcher's ſhops, 

So ſpread its influence o'er poetic chops ; 

A molt alarming tax to ev ry Poet, | 

Whoſe poor lank greyhound Tibs with ey ſhow 


it. 


Therefore, Sir Knight, pray mend your manners, 

And don't chuſe coblers, blackſmiths, unkers, tans 
ners: ps va 

Some people love the converſe of low folks 

To gain broad grins for good-for-nothing jokes— 

Tho? thou, midſt dulneſs, may'ſt be pleas'd to ſhine, 

Revnou os ſhall ne'er fit cheek-by jowl with SWINE, 


E. 


DE 
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D 

The Poet again payeth his reſpects to Sir WILLIAM 
CHAMBER8—Complaineth of his illiberality in his 
choice of R. A's.—Adviſeth him to keep company 
with PRUDENCE, whom he deſcribeth moſt natu- 


rally He threateneth the Knight—And N 
with a beauti iful Simile. 


Tur Muſe is in the fidgets - can't fit ſtill 
She muſt have t'other talk with you, Sir Will. 
Since her laſt Ode, with ſorrow hath ſhe heard | 
You want not men with heav'nly genius bleſt, 
But wiſh the title of R. A. conferr'd 
On ſuch as catch the bugs, and ſweep the ſpi- 
ders beſt, 
Waſh of the larger ſtatues beſt, the faces, 
And clean the dirty linen of the Graces : 
Scour beſt the ſkins of the young marble brats 
Trap mice, and clear th' Academy from rats. 


— 


Lou look for men whoſe heads are rather tubbiſh, 


Or, drum-like, better form'd for ſound than 
ſenſe ; 
Pleas'd with the fine Arabian to diſpenſe, 
You want Ann PE 6 drayhorſe for your rubbiſh, 
Raiſe 
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Raiſe not the Muſe's anger, I defire; 
High- born, ſhe's hotter than the lighning's fire. 
And proud! (believe the Poet's word) 
Proud as the lady of a new- made Lord; 
Proud, as in all her gorgeous trappings dreſt, 
Fat Lady Mayoreſs at a City feaſt; 
Whoſe ſpouſe makes wigs, or ſome ſuch glorious 


_ thing, o 
Shoes, gloves, hats, nightcaps, breeches, for the 
King! 


Paupzxex, Sir William, is a jewel 

Is cloaths, and meat, and drink, and fuel! 

PRUDENCE! for man the very beſt of wives, 

Whom Baxos have ſeldom met with in their lives; 

| Which, certes, doth account for, in ſome meaſure, 

Their grievous want of worldly treaſure, 

On which the greate/t blockheads make their brags ; 
And ſhoweth why we ſee, inſtead of lace, 
About the Poet's back, with lietle grace, 

Thoſe fluttering, French. like followers—call'd RAGS, 


Prupenct! a ſweet, obliging, curtſying laſs, 
Fit through this hypocritic world to paſs! 
Who kept at firſt a little pedling ſhop, 

Swept her own room, twirl'd her own mop, - 
Waſh'd her own ſmocks, caught her own fleas, 
And roſe to fame and fortune by degrees ; 


Who, 


'S, 


ho, 


Wi: 
Who, when ſhe enter'd other people's houſes, 
Till ſpoke to, was as filent as a mouſe is; 
And of opinions, though poſſeſs'd a ſtore, 
She left them with her pattens—at the door, 


Sir William, you're a hound! and hunting rAuE;— 
Undaubtedly the woman is fair game: 
But, Nimrod, mind—my Muſe is wHiPPER-IN |! 
So that if ever you diſgrace, 
By turning cur, your noble race, 
The Lord have mercy on your curſhip's ſkin! 


G D 8s = 


The Poet openeth his account of the Exhibitors at the 


Academy — Praiſeth REevyNoLDs — Half damneth 
Mr. WesT—Completely damneihb Mr. Wzicnr, 


of Derby—mentioneth Mr. FusEL1i—Complimenteth 


Mr. OpiE. 


M USE, ſing the wonders of the preſent year: 
Declare what works of ſterling worth appear. 
RkVNOL ps, his heads divine, as uſual, gives, 
Where Guido's, Rubens', Titian's genius lives! 
Works! 


rr EI CE Loa OO 
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Works! I'm afraid, like beauty of rare quality, 
Born ſoon to fade too ſubje& to mortality ! 


WesT moſt judiciouſly my counſel takes, 
Paints by the acre—witneſs Parſon PzTER * ; 

For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes, 
Deſerving praiſes in the ſweeteſt metre, 


The fleſh of Peter's audience is not good——— 
Too much like ivory, and ſtone, and wood; 
Nor of the figures, dare I praiſe th* expre/ron, 


With /ome folks thought a trifle of tranſgreſſion, 


WesT, your Laſt Supper is a hungry piece ;— 
Your Tyburn Saints will not your fame increaſe ; 
With looks ſo thieviſh, with ſuch ſkins of copper 
Were they for ſale, as Heaven's my judge, 
To give five farthings for them I ſhould grudge, 
Nay, ev'n my old tobacco hopper: 


Candour muſt own, - that frequently thy paints 


Have play'd the devil with the Saints: 


For me I fancy them like deves and 222 f 
But thou, if we believe thy art, 
Enough to make us pious Chriſtians /art, 
Haſt very ſcurvy notions of Apoſtles. 24] 
wo 9 
* Peter preaching, Mr. Welt. 


What 
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What of thy? landſcape ſhall I fay, 

Holding the old white ſow, and ſucking litter ? 
Curs'd be the moment, curs'd the day, | 

Thou gav'ſt | the muſe ſych reaſon to be bitter! 
But, Muſe, be ſoft, and gently, gently ſigh— | 
** More damned tu was never ſeen by eye.“ 


Yet mind! thy Landfiape = Derby Wxichr's f, 
Whoſe canvas gives us very diſmal nights: 

O'er 4woollen hills, where gold and filver moons, 
Now mount like Sixpences, and now Balloons ; 
Where curling wild, in different directions, 

Nice vermicelli repreſents refleftions / ! 

In ſhort, where ev'ry thing we ſee appear, | 
Seems to exclaim—* What buſineſs have we here ?” 


FussgL1 reſumes the bruſh to pleaſe the rew : 

He deems the MILLION, ſenſeleſs, arrant crew 
For ridicule ;—juſt ft to make a fg 

A Caliban—a great unjudging beaſt, 

Whoſe crab-like ſoul to no great heights can climb, 
And therefore cannot feel the true 3 


Opiz this year (ſo ſay his forms pd faces) 
Hath deign'd to pick acquaintance with the Graces. 
— moſt pitiable performance indeed, It may be fairly 
called the Dotage of the art. 
+ A Painter of Moon-lights, 
n en en were WE, But 


11 
But where are all his %% heads flown? 
Pray, Maſter Oe1z, leave your tricks, 
And let our eyes ſometimes on pictures fix 
That ReMpRANDT had been proud to own. 


n M 


The Poet addreſſeth Majefty—Pleadeth the cauſe of 
poor, ſtarving Poetry He acknowledgeth in a for- 
mer Ode the kindneſſes of Fame, yet throweth out a 
Hint to his Majeſty that his finances may be im- 
proved—He relateth a marvellous ftory of a Je- 
ſuit—Recommendeth — ſimilar to his Sove- 
reign, 


Aw T pleaſe your Majeſty, Pm overjoy'd 
To find your family ſo fond of 3 
I wiſh her ſiſter POETRY employ'd 
Poor, dear, . 28 with W faint- 
ing. 
Your Royal Grandſire, (truſt me, I'm no fibber) 
| Was vaſtly fond of CoLLEY CiBBER, 


For 
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For fubjects, how his Majeſty would hunt! 
And if a battle grac'd the Rhine, or Weſer, 
He'd cry“ Mine Poet ſal mak Ode upon't!“ 
Then forth there came a flaming Ode to CæsAR, 


Dread Sire, pray recollect a bit 
Some glorious action of your life; 
And then your humble Poet's wit, 
Sharp as a razor, or a new-ground knife, 
Shall mount you on her glorious Balloon Odes, 
Like Rome's great Czsar, to th* immortal GODS +. 


A Naples' Jeſuit, HISTORY declares, 
On ſlips of paper ſcribbled prayers, 
Which ſhow'd of wiſdom great profundity ; 
Then ſold them to the country folks, 
To give their turkies, hens and ducks, 
To bring increaſe of fowl-fecundity: 


It anſwer'd—On their turkies, ducks and hens, 
The country people all were full of brags 

Whoſe little bums, in barns, and mows, and fens, 

Squat down, and laid like conjuration bags. ' 


I wiſh this ſage experiment were try'd 
Upon the Muſe, my gentle bride ; 


* Diviſum Imperium, cum Jove, Cæſar habet. 
And 
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And flips of paper giv'n her, with this proy'r— 


Pay to the bearer fifty pounds at ſight.” 
Her ſweet prolific pow'rs twould ſo delight, 
She'd breed like a tame rabbit or a hare! 


O D E VIII. 


PeTzr's account of wonderful Reliques in France, with 
the devation paid them—T he ſenſible application to 
Painters and Painting, by way of Simile. 


I N France ſome years ago—ſome twenty three, 
At a fam'd Church, where hundreds daily 
joltle, 
I wiſely paid a Prieſt fix ſous to ſee 
The 7humb of Thomas the Apoſtle, 


- Gaping upon Tom's thumb, with me in wonder, 


The rabble rais'd its eyes—like ducks in thun- 
der; , ; 


Becauſe in virtues it was vaſtly rich, 


Had cur'd poſſeſs d of devils, and the itch ; 
Work'd various wonders on a ſcabby pate—— 
Made little fucking children ſtraight, 


Though 
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Though erook'd like rams horns by the rickets ; 
Made people ſee, though blind as moles,— 
And made your ſad, hyſteric ſouls, 
As gay as graſhoppers and crickets ; 

Brought noſes back again to faces, 

Long ſtol'n by Venus and her Graces ; 

And eyes to fill their parent ſockets, 

Of which ſad love had pick'd their pockets : 
And had the Prieſt permitted, with their kiſſes, 
The mob had ſmack'd the holy thumb to pieces. | 
Though, Reader, twas not the * — \ 

But mum 
It play'd as well of miracles the wick, 
Although a painted piece of ſtick / 


For ſix ſous more, behold ! to view, was bolted 
A feather of the Angel Gabriel's wing ! 
Whether *twas pluck'd by force, or calmly molted, 
No holy legends tell, nor Poets ſing. 
But was it Gabriel's feather, heay'nily Muſes ? 
It was not Gabriel's feather, but a Goo/e's / 
But ſtay! from truth we would not wiſh to wander, 
For, poſlibly, the owner was a Gander. | 


Painters! you take me right :!>-The muſe ſuppoſes 
Lou make your coup-de-maitre daſhes, | 
Chriſten them eyes, and cheeks, and lips, and noſes, 
Beards, chins, and whiſkers, and eyelaſhes ; 

| As 


— — 


C — 
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As like, p'rhaps, as a horſe is like a plumb, 


Or foreſaid ſtick, St. Tou th* Apoſtle's thumb. 


With purer eyes the Britiſh vulgar ſees ; 


We are no Crawthumpers, no Devotees ; 
So that whene'er your figures are mere wood, 


Our eyes will never think em fleſþ and blood. 


\ ODE ii. 


The generous PETER reſcueth the immortal RapRAEI. 
from the obloquy of MIcHAEL ANGELO—The poet 
moralizeth — Telleth a ſtory not to the credit of 
MtcHatr ANGELo, and nobly defendethRAPHAEL's 
name againſt his invidious attack—Concludeth with 

2 moſt ſage — | 


H OW difficult in Artiſts to allow 
To brother bruſhmen ev'n a grain of merit! 
Wiſhing to tear the laurels from their brow, 
They ſhew a ſniv'ling, diabolic ſpirit. 


So 'tis! however moraliſts may chatter— 


What's worſe ſtill—nature will be always nature. 
We can't brew Burgundy from ſour ſmall beer, 
Nor make a ſilken purſe of a ſow's ear. 


* 
* 


Sweet 
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Sweet is the voice of Praiſe from eve to morn, 
From bluſhing morn to darkling eve again, 
My Muſe the brows of Merit could adorn, 
And, lark-like, ſwell the Pantgyric ſtrain. 
PRAISE, like the balm which evening's dewy ſtar 


Sheds on the drooping herb and fainting flower, 


Lifts modeſt, pining Merit from deſpair, 
And gives her clouded eye a golden hour. 


P=—x take me if I ever read the ſtory 


Of Michael Angelo without much ſwearing : , 


'Tis ſuch a flice cut off from Michael's glory, 
He ſurely had been brandying it, or beering : 
That is,-in plainer Engliſh, he was drunk, 


And candour from the man with horror ſhrunk. 


Raphael did honout to the Roman ſchool, 

Yet Angelo vouchſafd to call him fool ; 

When working in the Vatican, would ftare; 
Throw down his bruſh, and ſtamp and ſwear, 
If &er a porter let him in—he'd fone him, 
And if he Raphael caught—moſt ſurely bone him. 
lle ſwore the world was a rank ass 
To pay a compliment to Raphael's A; 

For that he knew the fellow well enough, 


And that his paltry metal would not pac. 


H 2 Such - 


L 7 
Such was the language of this falſe Italian: 
One time he chriſtened Raphael a Pygmalion, 
Swore that his madams were compos'd of ſtone; 
Swore his expreſſions were like owls ſo tame, 
His drawings, like the lameſt cripple, lame; z 
"That: as for compoſition, he had none. 


Young Artiſts! theſe eg l deny;- ; 

*Twas vile ill manners—not to ſay a lie: 

RaPHAEL did real excellence inherit, 
And if you ever chance to paint as well, 
I bona fide do foretel, 

You'll certainly be men of merit. 


9 


22 
ODE . 


The oof Laing Peres zelleth a ſtrange Story, and true, 
though ſtrange ;—Seemeth io entertain no very ele- 
vated opinions f the wiſdom of Kings —Hinteth at 


CO 


the narrow eſcape of Six JosHUa-REyNoLDS— d 
Mr. Ramsav's Riches — A Recommendation of , 
Flattery as a . in 0 

Lu told, and I believe the ſtory, | a 
That a fam'd Queen of Northern brutes, hy 
A GENTLEWOMAN of prodigious glory, the 
Whom ev'ry ſort of epithet well ſuits ; til 


Whoſe 


. 
Whoſe huſband dear juſt happening to provoke her, 
Was ſhov'd to Heaven upon a red-hot poker / 
Sent to a certain KING, not King of France— 
| Deſiring by SIR JOSHUA's hand his PHIZ— 
What did, the Royal Quiz ? i. 
Why, damn'd genteelly, fat to Mr. Dance*! 


Then ſent it to the Northern Queen 

As ſweet a bid of wood as e'er was ſeen! | 
And therefore moſt unlike the PRINCELY HEAD, 
He might as well have ſent a'PIG OF LEAD. 


Down. ev'ry throat the piece was cramm'd ; 
As done by REYNOLDS, and deſerv'dly damn'd; 1 
For as to Maſter Dance's art, 
It ne'er was worth a ſingle - -- - le 


Reader, I BLUSH !—am delicate this time! 
So let zþy IMPUDENCE ſupply the RHIME. 


Thank God! that Kings cannot our taſte controul, 
And make each ſubject's poor, ſubmiſſive ſoul 


* The true reaſon that induced His Majeſty to ſit to Mr. 
Daxce, was laudable Royal economy. Mr. Daxce charged 
Fifty Pounds for the Piture—Sir Josnva RrvxoLs's. price 
was ſomewhat more than a Hundred—a very great difference in 
the market price of Paint and Canvas, and, let me ſay, that juſ 
tified the preference given to the man who worked cheapeſt. ind 
hoſe " RES _ | Admire 
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Ala we TASTE. that JUDGMENT oft cries 


' fie on: | 
Had things been 9 poor Remolde: we had ſeen, 
Painting a BARBER's POLE, — an ALE- 
HOUSE. QUEEN, 
The CAT and GRIDIRON, . or the old AED 
| LION ! 


At * Plympton, perhaps; for ſome grave Doctor Slop 
Painting the pots and bottles of the ſhop; 

Or in the DRAMA, to get meat to munch, 

His bruſh divine had pictur'd ſcenes for PUNCH ! 
Whilſt WEST was whelping 'midſt his paints, 
Moſes and Aaron, and all forts of Saint! 

Adams and Eves, and Snakes and Apples, 

And Dev'ls, for beautifying certain CHAPELS : 
But Reynolds is no favourite, that's the matter— 
He hath not learnt the noble art—to flatter+. 


Thrice happy times, when MONARCHS find them 
hard things 
To teach us what to view with admiration ; ; 
And like their heads on halfpence and braſs farthings, 


Make their OPINIONS current” through the 
nation! . 


Sir Joſhua? g native ſpot, in Devonſhire, \ 
+ This Ode Was compoſed before Sir Joſhua was dubbed 
King's Painter. Poſlibly the great Artiſt dream of iS BEAU- 
TIFUL LYRIC, and purſued its adrice. | 


I've 


. „ 
I've head that RAMSAY 1 when he died, 


Left Juſt nine rooms well ſtuff'd with Queens and 


Kings; 
From whence all nations might have been ſup- | 
plied 
That long'd for valuable things. 
Viceroys, Ambaſſadors, and Plenipos 
Bought them to join their raree ſhows 
In foreign parts, 7 


And ſhow the PROGRESS of the BRITISH ARTS. 


Whether they purchas'd by the pound or yard, 


I cannot tell, becauſe I never heard; 
But this I know, his ſhop was like a fair, 


And dealt moſt- Jargely in the ROYAL WARE. 


See what it is to gain a Monarch's ſmile !— 

And haſt thou miſs'd it, Reynolds, all this while? 

How ſtupid! prithee, ſeek * COURTIER's 
SCHOOL, . 

And learn to manufacture OIL of FOOL. 


FLATTERY's the turnpike-road - to FoxTuNz's 
door | : 
Truth is a narrow lane, all full of-quags, 
Leading to broken heads, abuſe, and rags, 

And workhouſes, —ſad refuge for * * — 


* * Late Painter + to his Majeſty. 
FLATTERY's 


1 — — re + dr he _- 
* 
- 
- 
- 


E 


FLATTERY's a MounTEBAX& ſo ſpruce—gets 
__ riches; 


TRUTH, a plain Simon 5 7 a QUAKER 
PREACHER, 


A Moral Mender, a diſguſting Teacher, 
That never got. a ſixpence by her SPEECHES! 


6 


The lofty PzTErR beginneth with an original Simile 
—Diſpla yeth a deep knowledge of Homer and mo- 
dern Dutcheſſes—Concludeth with a Prophecy about 
his Sovereign. | 


Pamrrxs who figure in the Exhibition, 
Are pretty nearly in the ſame condition 
With cocks on Shrove-tide, which the ſeaſon ga. 
thers; 
Flung at by ev'ry lubber, ev'ry brat, 
That bath the ſenſe to throw a bat, 
To break their bones, and knock about their fea- 
thers. 


Pu 


This little difference, however, lies, 
"Between the Painter and the fowl I find— 
The Artiſt for the poſt of danger trigg— _ 
The Fow] is faſten d much againſt his mind; 


Who, 
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Who, as to his dread ſentence, would annul it— 
Sue out his habeas corpus, and inſtead 
Of being beat with bats about the head, 
Make handſome love to a ſmart pullet. | 


And yet the Painter like a booby groans, | 
Who courts the very bats that break his bones. 
But who from ſcandal is exempt ? 
Who doth not meet, at times, contempt ? 


Great Jovx, the God of Gods, in fgures rich, 
Oft call'd his boſom Queen a ſaucy bitch; 
Achilles * call'd great Agamemnon hog, 

An impudent, deceitful, dirty dog / 


Behold our lofty Dutchefles pull caps, 
And give each other's reputations raps, 11 
As freely as the drabs of Drury's ſchool; I! 
And who, pray, knows that GEORGE our gra- | 
cious King, 
(Said by his courtiers to know every thing) 
& May not, by future times, be calld a Fool. 


* Vid. HOMER. 
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The Bard ſenſibly reproveth the young Artiſts for 
their propenſity to abuſe— Meſt wittily compareth 
them to Horſe-leeches, Gamecocks, and Curs. 


Tu E mean, the ranc'rous jealouſies that ſwell 
In ſome fad Artiſts? ſouls, I do deſpiſe; 

Inſtead of nobly Arriving to excel, | 

You /rive to pick out one the other's eyes. 

To be a ParnTER, was Corregio's glory 


His ſpeech ſhould flame in gold—< SONO rr. 
TORE.“ 


But what, if truth were ſpoke, would be your 
ſpeeches ? 

Thi We're a ſet of ee horſe-leeches, 

Without a bluſh, the poorgſt ſcandal ſpeaking— 

Like cocks, for ever at each other beaking; 

As if the globe we dwell on were /o ſmall 

There really was not rom enough for ALL.” 


Young, men! 
4 do preſume that one of you in fen 


Lie 

Hath kept a dog or two, and hath remark'd, 

That when you have been comfortably feeding, 

The curs, without one atom of court breeding, 
With watery jaws, have whin'd, and paw'd, and 
bark'd; | 

Show'd anxiouſneſs about the mutton bone, 
And *ſtead of your mouth, wiſh'd it in their own ; 
And if you gave this bone to one or bother, 

Heav'ns what a ſnarling, quarrelling and pother ! 

This oft, perhaps, had touch'd you to the quick, 
And made you teach good manners by a kick ; | 
And if the tumult was beyond all bearing, 

A little bit of ſweet emphatic ſwearing, 

An eloquence of wondrous uſe in wars, 


Amongſt Sea Captains and the brave Jack Tars, 


Now tell me honeſtly—pray don't you find 
| Somewhat in Chriſtians juſt of the ſame kind 
That you experienc'd in the curs, 
Cauſing your anger and demurs? _. 
As, for example, when your miſtreſs, FAME, 
Wiſhing to celebrate a worthy name, | 
Takes up her trump. to give the juſt applauſe, 
How have you, puppy-like, paw'd,.wiſh'd and 
whin'd; | 
And growl'd, and curs'd, and ſwore, and 
pin'd, 
And long'd to tear the trumpet from her jaws! 


The 
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The dogs deſerv'd their kicking to be ſure; 
But you O fie, boys! go and ſin no more. 


Od E . 


The compaſſionate PETER lamenteth the Death of Mr. 
HoNE, an R. A.—Recommendeth him to OBL1- 


| VION, the great Patron of a Number of Gz- 
NIUSES, | 


T are: one R. A, more dead! ſtiff is poor 
HoOoNE! 

His works be with him under the W ſtone: 

I think the ſacred Art will not bemoan em; 

But, Muſe — De mortuis nil niſi bonum 

As to his hoſt a traveller with a neer, 

Said of his DEAD ſinall- beer. 


Go then, poor Honz ! and join a numerous train 
Sunk in OBLIVION's wide pacific ocean ; 
And may its whale-like ſtomach feel no motion 
To caſt thee, like a JONAH, up again, 


U 1e 3 


0 x. 


The Poet exhibiteth the Inconſtancy of the World, by 


the moſt elegant Compariſon a Flock of Star- 
lings. 


Youne Artiſts, it may ſo fall out 

That folks ſhall make a grievous rout : 

Follow you—praile your painting to the ſkies ; 
When, perhaps a ribband, (fie upon it!) 
A feather, or a tawdry bonnet, 

Caught, by its glare, their wonder: his eyes. 


Therefore, don't thence ſuppoſe that you, inherit 
Mountains of unexampled merit; 


That always you ſhall be purſu'd, 
And like a. wondrous Beauty woo'd, + 


Great is the world's inconſtaney, God knows 
Fame, like the ocean, ebbs, as well as flows ; 
Next year the million pitches on a Ruff, 

A Balloon Cap—a Shawl—a Muff; 
For you, no longer cares a ſingle ruſh, 


Following ſome other Brother of the Bruſh, 


[208 1 
To raiſe to nobler flights the Muſe's wing, 
| A file's a very pretty thing; 
= To whole ſweet aid I'm dft a humble debtor, 
| | J illuſtrate with more force the: ching I 
N | | mean; ; 
| And if the Sintile be neat and clean, 
| Tant mieux—that is—ſo much the better. 
| 


Therefore, young folks, as chere s a great des 
8 
Accept one juſt e from the mint, 


You've ſeen a flock of Starlings, to be fare, 
A hundred thouſand in a meſs or more; 
Who fortunately having found 
A lump of horſe litter upon the ground, 
Down drops the Chattering cloud upon the 
dung, | 
Then Lord, what doings f Heavens, what admiras 
tion / | 
What joy, what tranſport *midſt the ſpeckled en ? 
"How buſy ev'ry beak, and ev'ry tongue / 
All talking, gabbling, but none liſt'ning, 
Juſt like a group of goſſips at a chriſt' ning. 
Let but a cowdab ſhow its graſs-green face, 
They're up, without ſo. much as faying grace; 


And 


Juſt as upon the lump before, 
They gabble, wonder, and adore! _ 
And equal brother MaxTyN's + ſpeeches. 
Theſe ſtarlings ſhow the world with great propriety, 


| BW... 

And lo! the buſy flock around it pitches ! ; | 

Mad as March Hares, or Curlews for VARIE TV. 
| 


— C]þ — 


1 The Great Park 4 ſoiſeth, | Frenchmen. 


I BEG. it as a favqur, my young folks, | 
You will not copy, money-like, the French, | 
Whoſe pictures, juſtly, are all ſtanding jokes, | | 
Whether they repreſent a man or wench. | 111 
If Monſieur paints a man of faſhion, 
Making an obefſance well bred, | | | 
The gentleman's a ram-cat in a paſſion, 
His back all crumpled o'er his head: 
Or, if he paints a wretch upon the wheel, | 
And bone n 8s no tri ane thing, G—d | | 
knows! Ka | 5 
Amidſt his pains the fellow's ſo genteel / 
He feels with ſuch decorum all the blows. | 


+ A much-admired Speaker in the Houſe of Commons, who | 
nem. con. was baptized the Starling MARTYN. | ; 


G Il 
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Or if a culprit's going to: the devil, 
Which ſome folks alſo deem a ſerious evil, 
So degage you ſee the man advance, 

His arms, hands, ſhoulders; turn'd:out toes, 
Madona-lifted eyes and cochd- up noſe, 
Proclaim the pretty puppy in a dance. 
Pve ſeen a ſleeping VENus, I declare, 
With hands and legs ſtretch'd out with /uch an air! 
Her neck and head % twiſted on one ſhoulder, 
With /uch a heav'nly ſmile, that each beholder | 
Would ſwear, (diſdaining Daxeine's vulgar track) 
The Dame was walking minuets on her Back / 
En an old woman yielding up her breath. | 

By means of cholic, ſtone, or gravel ; 

How ſmirkingly ſhe feels the pangs of death! 

With what a grace her ſoul prepares to travel. F 


>» 


A Frenchman's Angel is an OPERA PUNK ;— 
His Virgin Marys—milleners, half drunk; 
Our bleſt Redeemer, a rank petit maitre, 
In every attitude and feature; 
The humble Joſeph, ſo genzeelly. made, 
And only fit to compliment his wife — 
So delicate! as if he ſcarcely knew 
Oak from deal board—a gimblet from a ſcrew ; 
And never made a Mousk TRAP in his life. 


Think 


aw 4 


Think not I wantonly attack thoſe people 
In prejudice that I'm as ſtiff's a ſteeple z 
No !—yet, I own I hate the ſhrugging dogs— 

P've liv'd amongſt them, eat their frogs, K 
And vomited them up, thank God, again; 

So that I'm able now to ſay, 

5 I carried nought of theirs away, 

Which otherwiſe had made the puppies vaiz. 


—— 
5. 


The conceited PzTER turneth an arrant Egotifi— 
Mentioneth a number of fine Folks — This minute 
condemneth W1LL. WHITEHEAD's Verſes and. the 
next, exculpateth the Laureat, by clapping the right 
ſaddle on the right horſe. 


: N O Giant more rejoiceth in his courſe, 
Not Count O'Kelly in a winning horſe ; 
Not Mrs. Hobart + to preſerve a box, 
Not George the Third to triumph o'er Charles Fox: 


17 The conteſt between Mrs. Hobart and Lady Saliſbury, 
with their Seconds, about a Box at the Opera, is a Suzjzcr 
for the moſt ſublime Epic 


Not 


Ls . 
No: Spain's tvi/e Monarch to bombard Algiers— 
Not Pillories, order'd by the Law's wow voice; 
Can more rejoice -/ 225 
To hold Kit Atkinſon's two ears; 5 
No more rejoiceth patriotic Pitt 
By patriotic Grocers to be fed, 
Not Mother Windſor f in a fair young Tit, 
Nor gaping Deang, to hear a Biſhop's dead: 
Not more reform'd John Wilkes to court the 
Crown, A 
Nor Skinner in his Alddrmanade gown, 
Nor Common Councilmen on turtle feeding: 


Not more rejoice old . Maids ſo ſtale, 

To hear of weeping Beauty a fad tale, | 

And tell the world a reigning Toaſt i is } Feed: 
ing 
Than I, the Poet, in a lucky Ode 

: That catches at a hop the Cynic face; 

Kills by a laugh its grave Bubonic face; 

And tears, in ſpite of him, his 1 abroad. 


* ate there ſuch grave Dons * abba my . ? 
All gracious Heay'n forgive their crimes ! 


t A Prieſteſs of the Cyprian Goddeſs.” 


L wn ÞH. | 
Oh! be their lot to hava wo) i[-talking wives; | | 
And if in reading they delight, 
To read, ye Gods! from morn to night, 
Mill Whitehead's 5 Birth-day Sonnets all their lives. 


Perhaps, reader, thou'rt a tinker, or a tanner, 

And mendeſt kettles in a pretty manner ; 

Or tanneſt hides of bulls, and cows, and calves : 
But if the ſaucepan, or the kettle, | | 
Originally be bad metal, 

Thow'lt ſay, It only can be done by . 5 

Or if by nature bad the bullocks' ſkins, 


“ They'll make vile ſhoes and boots for people's un 


33 


« ſhing.” 


Then wherefore do I thus abuſe 
Will Whitehead's hard-driv'n Muſe ? 
Who merits rather Pics tend'reſt ſigh: 
For what the devil can he do, | 
When forc'd to praiſe—the Lord knows who ! 
| Verſe mußt be dull on ſubjects ſo damn'd dry. 


* This Ode was written before a late Laureat reſign'd his 

earthly crown for a heayenly one. May Mr. Tom Warton be 
more ſucceſsful in his Pindaric . and not verify the 
Leila adage—Ex nihilo, nihil fi 
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The claſſic PeTeR adviſeth Painters io cultivate 
Tafte — Laſheth fomg of the Ignorant, — Accuſeth 

Painters of an affeftion for vulgarity, whom he 
 horſe-whippeth—Recommendeth a charming ſubje— 
Telleth the ſecret of his Love, and giveth a die- 
away Sonnet of former days—Perſecuteth TRIER“ 
Devils, but ne * Execution. 


P AINTERS, improve. your education, | 
That ſurely ſtands in need of reformation. 
I've heard that ſome can neither write nor read, 
Which does no honour to the hand or head. 


ws; I know, would rather paint a a bear, 
. Or monkey playing his quaint tricks, 
Than fome ſweet damſel, whom all hearts revere, 
Whoſe charms the eye of admiration fix— 
Would rather ſee a um with ſtrength expreſt, 
Than all the ſnowy fulneſs of her Breaſt, 
Or*Lie, that Innocence ſo ſweetly moves, 
Or SuiLE, the fond Elyſium of the Loyes. 


This * thoſe days to mem'ry when my tongue, 
To Cynthia's Beauty pour'd my ſoul in ſong 
When 


1 
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When on No margin of the murmuring ſtream, 
My fancy frequent form'd the golden dream 

Of Cynthia's grace—of Cynthia's ſmiles divine, 
And made thoſe ſmiles and peerleſs beauty mine, 


It brings to mem ry, too, thoſe diſmal times, 
When nought my ſighs avail'd, and nought my 
rhimes ; | 
When at the filent, ſolemn cloſe of day, 
My penſive ſteps would court the ae 


grove, 


Io hear in Philomela's lonely hy: 


The fainting echoes of my luckleſs love 
Till night's increafing ſhades around me ſtole, - 


And mingled with the gloom that wrapp'd my ſoul, 


Reader—Do'ſt chuſe a ſonnet of thoſe days? 
Take it—and ſay not I'm a foe to Prarss. 


T CYNTHIA. 


O Tuov! whoſe love-inſpiring air | 
Delights, yet gives a thouſand woes; 
My day declines in dark deſpair, : 
And night hath loſt her ſweet _ ; 


12 th Yet 


c 16 1 


Vet. mh 1 like me was Sabin: + 

To ethers ere thy charms were 5 5 past 

When Fancy told my raptur'd breaſt, 
That Cynthia ſmil'd on me alone k) 


"Nymph of my, foul! forgive my ſighs > 3 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel; 
\ Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies 
When others Wahl beauties kneel. 4s 
Lo! | theirs f is every winning art, TOW» 
With Fortune's gifts, unknown to me / 
I only boaſt a ſimple heart, 
In love with INNOCENCE and Turz. 


[ 


— 


— — — — 


er eint een ib. 
Build not, alas! your popularity ; 
On that beaſt's back yclep'd Pulgarity ; 
A beaſt that many a booby takes a pride in 
A beaſt beneath the 1 Peter's e 
How ſhould the man. 8 loves to be nebel, 

To feed on carrion dread his hound. like paunch, 

Judge of an Ortolan' $ delicious taſte, 
Or feel the flavour of a fine fat haunch! ? 


; Or, 


cb, 


Or, 
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Or, wont with bitter purl to wet his clay, #7 
How: ſhould- he judge of Clatet or Tokay Þ:1:! ©! 


Teniers's Devils, Witches, Monkeys, Toads, 


That make me ſhudder whilſt I pen theſe-Odes, 
Moſt truly painied, to be ſure, you'll find: 
How greater far the excellence, to paint) 
With heaven. directed eye, the beautecus SANT. 
And mark th' emotions of her angel-mind? 
Envy not ſuch as Have in Dix ſurpaſt ye 
Tis very, very 345 $6: be NAI ot oow | 


: brad' T's Not- vim zi 82 
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The moralizing Bard-expoſeth the unfairnef of man- 


kind in the? article of Taughtig—D#ſcanteth upon 

WIr Difclammeth* pretenfion to -it—-Maketh love ty 

Candour, and modeſtly conelideth; " bi] Heat eurtT 

ele e o Kr 3HSWAntg deu moi 

How dearly mortals bie to laugh and grin! 
Juſt as they love to ſtuff themſelyes.to chin 
With; other people's. meat good — 1 80 1 
Becauſe at other folks“ exp ene: 


But turn the la augh on them—how changed ber 


180 notes! 


* O damn 'em! this is fue. their throats!” 


Wir, 


| 118 J 
Wir, fays an author, that I do not know, - _ 
Is like TIME's. ſeythe cuts down: both friend and 
n 
Ready each object, tyger- ke to leap n!! 
_.. Lord! 6 ES thank 
<6 Ke critic 4 in Maſter bew Ole 
66 I en of no ſuch 1 Weapon,” 


Nos Sir is e m R's 3 

I woo to theſe defiring am; 

She is my copptss—to her ſhrine I bend: 
NYMPH of the voice, that. beats the morning 
lark, 

Sweet ag the dulcet note of cither Park*, 

Be thou * 10 n and uf "friend, 

Thy lovely hand-my; Pegakus hall guides. 

And teach thy. made pupil how to ride: 


Thus ſhall ] hurt not any grun. omg, 
FROM Sarah Tn $ 9 815 to Mary Mozer” 8 fy 


4 | I VI 82 1) 

* Two wi moſt ia das dui 

+ Di laſt of -thole Ladies, an)(R,Aulby-nears bf a. /ubline 
picture of a plate of Goosruzarres=the-ptherjin hopes of Aca- 
demie honours, through r degrepa, g merit 


8 
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The Julie cious PETER giveth moſt whohſon Advice 
to Landſcape Painters. 


Wu ATE'ER your wiſh, in Fail to excel, 
London's the very place to mar it; 1 
Believe the oracles I tell, 
There's very little Landſcape i in a bee. 
Whate'er the flocks of Fleas you keep, 
| 'Tis badly copying them for Goats and Sheep; 
And if you'll take the Poet's honeſt word, 
A Boo muſt make a miſerable Biap. 


A Ruſh, 1857 waking in a bottle's $ EE 
Ill repreſents the glorious OxB of Mon Ax; 
Nay, though it were a candle with a wick, 
Twould be a F * 


I think, too, that a man would 5 a fool, 
For trees, to copy legs of a joint: H, 
Or ev'n by them to repreſent a /tump : 
As alſo broom/ticks—which though well he rig. 
Each with an old fox-colour'd" wig, . 
Muſt make a very poor autumnal clump. 
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| You'll ſay—Yet fac ones, oft a perſon . * 

hn many an Artiſt's Trees 

And in ſome Paintings, we have all 8 

Green Bays hath ſurely fat for a green Field; 
Bolſters for Mountains, Hills, and wheaten Mons; 
Cats for Ram- goats and Cas for Bulls, and 


_ Cows,” 
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All this, my Lads, I freely grant — 
But better things from Lou, 1 ant. e 


2 * 


As SHAKESPEARE ſays, (a Bard I much approve ) 
& L. it, li 5 0b! 1 Ko 7 thou res PAINTING 
love, bes het n gb Gy 
6 $10 non 804.5 4.4 1. 07 
| „ennie (44 F gt I» vx F 1 an: 
Craupx painted in the open air. 
Therefore to, Wales at once repair; : 
ri? 


1 


Where ſcenes of e you'll find ; f 
Beſides this Sreat advantage—if i in debt, 
You'll havs with creditors | no tele. d· tte: 
80 le re the bull. dog Baitifs all behind ; 
Who, hun: you, with what noiſe they RW 


Mutt hoy! for ecdler in a a ſack of bey. 


9 F 
#; 
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0 ο,τ . I.. 
The Poet binteth to 4 rti ifts the POM of Nu. 


T. HE Man condemned on Tyburn tree to ſwing, 

Deems ſuch a ſhow, a very dulliſb thing; i 

He'd rather a SpECTATOR be, I Ween, | 

Tant the fad Ac rok in the ſcene. 
He blames the Law's tod rigid refbſdtivn: a. 

If with a beet-ſteak ſtomach,—in his prime; 121 90 

Lord, with what reverence he looks on Dan 
And, moſt of all the hour o of execution L 

And as the cart doth to the tree advance, 94" 


How wond Fous willing to e the DaxcE! 951 
Fh 
Believe me, Time 6 ol monſtrous ufe Þ 731 
But, ah! how ſubject to abuſe 
It ſeems chat with him, folks were chew cloy d . | 
I do pronounce it, Time's a public good, j. Fe 
Juſt like a youthful Beauty—to- be 2000 4. 
Made much of, and. be properly atk „*r 
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Time's ſand i is ee ſmall : 

It ſlips between the fingers in a hurry; ; 
Therefore, on each young Artiſt let me call, 
W To prize it as an Indian does his Curry*;. SED 


* At univ erſal food in the Eaſt Indies. 


| Whether 


— 
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Whether his next rare Exhibition be 
Amidſt the great R. A. 's, —or on a Tres: 


0 — 


The unfortunate PeTER. | Aeon the ble "Y an im- 


N Ode by Wa en __ far the 
| Rats, 


Hiatus ; maxime es . 
I've loſt, an Op of charming rale; 

From like mis fortune, Heav'n defend us! 

I !hhe ſweeteſt of my Lyric Lays! | 

Where many a youthful Artiſt ſhone” with fame, 

Like his own' pictures in'a'fine gilt frame. 

Perditton cateh the roguiſh rats! 

Their trembling" limbs ſhould fill the mas of cats, 

Were · Ito be their ſole adviſer: is 
Vermin! like trum makers and paſtry- cok, 
Dealing in legions of delightful books, 

Yet with the learning, not a whit the wi Nr. 

Thank Gd! the Ode unto MyszLr they /par'd, 

And, 101 the labour of the lucky Bard. 


ODE 
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The "xalled Pers 15 wiſheth, to make the gaping world 
; acquainted With the. Place of his nativily but 
before he can get an anſter from himſelf, he moſt 
ſublimely. burſteth forth into an addreſs to. Men- 
1 nygizzy 4 and. ' Mouſe-bole, two fiſhing towns in Corn- 
wall—yhe firſt celebrated for Pilchards, | the laſt 
for giving birth 10. Dolly Pentreath . The Poet 
praiſeth the Honourable Dgines Barrington, and 
Pilchards—»Forgetteth the place of bis nativity, and, 
like Bis great 2225 4 Thebes, leaveth. his readers 

the dark. 


Rode oF: 


= a+ 


0 THOU! whoſe ating works' dane 
Defy the rudeſt rage of Time, Fo J 
Say for the world is with conjecture dizzy, 
pid Mouſchole "a thee*birth or ee 


114. 
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HAI. Wespe) what! a town of TEE 
Where boats, and men, and ſtinks, and trade 
are ſtirring ; TOP 
Where pilchards come in 3 to * eee 
Pilchard! a thouſand times as gogd's a herring. 


Pilchard, 


— — ———— —— NE anal. 
—_ — " 252 


— 
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Pilchard! the idol of the Popiſh nation! 
Hail little inſtrument of vaſt. ſalvation! 
Pilchard, I ween, a moſt ſoul- ſaving-fiſh, 
On which the Gatholicy i in;Lent are cramm'd ; 
EIN had they not, Poor ſouls, this r diſh, 
Would 12 eat, and be conſequentiy damn d. 
Picea whoſe bodies yield the fragrint\ oil, 
And make tlie London: lamps at midnight fat; 
Which lamps, wide ſpreading Halutary light,” * 2 
Beam on che wandering! 8 AU riks of the 
| night Wel No rn 8 AN A 


And ſhow. cach gentle” youth their che K's deep 


" roles, e eee I 
And tell lili mat they have eyes! and noſes, 35 
M e ec eee eg ud 
455 u. 
Hail Mouſchole ! birth ua of * oll Pre. 
reath *, \ 


tom 2artth Nod d LU OHT ( 
The laſt = be d 8 di ays Dajnes, 


Who, bat- like, haunted TWINS, ,| lane, and heath, 17 


11 


With, ite 0 "Wip.. to brighten up his -brajns, 


Pines l 


* A very old woman of Mouſehole, ſuppoſed (falſely how- 
ever) to haye boen the laft who ſpoke. the Corniſh rege. — 
The honourable Antiquarian, D Daines Parrington, Eq; jo ied, 
Tome years ſince, from 'Londbn to the Lahd's-end, to converſe 
with this wrinkled, yet delicious' morceau;» He entered Mouſe- 
hole in a kind of triumph, and peephig into her hut, exclaimed, 
* _ the fick of an cnraptur'd; Ljaver, in the language of the 


cr famous 
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| 

| 

| 

1 nl | 

Daines | who a thouſand miles, unwearied trots | | 

For bones, braſs farthings, aſhes and old pots, | | 
To prove that folks of old, like uc, were made | 
With heads, eyes, hands, and toes, to drive a trade. | 


PeTER concludeth his Ode. Scemeth bungry—E xpoſ- 
tulateth with the Reader—And getteth the ſtart of | 
the World, by firſt praiſing his own Works. in 


| 

| XR, j 
Tou Southern to John Dryden went one 173 ö | 

To buy a head and tail piece for his Play: | 
Thomas, quoth John, “I've ſold my goods too | | 
e cheap, A | 


y 8e, if you pleate; my Pee ſhall take a ep. * | 


famous Greek Philoſopher “ zurErA!” The couple kiſſed— 
Doll ſoon after gabbled—Daines liſtened with admiration—com- | 
mitted her ſpeeches to paper, not venturing to truſt his memory | 
with /o much treaſure. The tranſaction was announced to the 
Society—the Journals were enriched with their dialogues—the 
old Lady's picture was ordered to be taken by the moſt eminent 


Artilt, and the honourable Member to be __ thanked oe 
the Dr3covery ! - = 
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O, Reader, lock me gravely in the face 
Speak, is not that- with me and thee the caſe? 
For this Year's Odes I charge thee half a crown ; 
So, withaut grumbling, put thy money doun: 
For things are deſperately ris'n, good Lord! 
Fiſh, fleſh, coals, candles, window. lights and board: 
Why ſhould not charming Porr then riſe? 
That comes ſo dev'liſn far too—from the fries! 
And lo! the verſes that adorn this page, 

Beam, comet-like, alas! but once an age. 
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woos. 
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PzTER talketh: of refignirig the Laurecatſhip—He pro- 
pbeſieth the Triumph of the ARTISTS on his Re- 
Jgnation—The Anriss alſo propheſy. to PETER's 


Di roy ng R's he Comforts, JA their 


"ole + be . * 


\ "a+, 
* 


Prirr Mes fam' d Chriſtina Qucen ar” Sweden, 
Who thought” a wicked court was not an Eden, 
This year, reſigns the laurel crown for ever! 12 b 
Whit all the fam'd Acabenticrans wing; 
No more on painted fowl, and fleſh, and fiſh, 
He fliows' the world his carving {kill ſo clever. 
Braſs, iron, woodwork, ſtone, in peace ſhall reſt— 
Dat Thank God!” exelaim the works of Mr. WxSr. 


z 
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« Thank God! m the works of Loutherbourg ex- 


claim 
For guns of critics, no ignable game 
No longer now afraid of rhiming praters, 
Shall we be chriſt' ned tea· board, WIEN Wait- 
| B 8y-2 | 
No verſe ſhall ſwear that ours are pa/te-board rocks, 
* Our trees, braſs wigs; and mope, our fleecy flocks.” 


© Thank Heav'n!“ exclaims Rio aup, with ſpark- 
ling eyes — 
« Then ſhall my pictures in importance riſe, 
And fill each gaping mouth and eye with wonder.“ 
Monſieur en | 
| It may be ſo, 
To think thy ſtars have made ſo n a tiender, 
That bred to paini—the genius of a glazier : 
That ſpoil'd, to make a dauber, a good brazier. 


None but thy partial tongue (believe my lays) 
Can dare ſtand forth the herald: of thy praiſe : 


Could FAME applaud, whoſe voice wy verſe re- 


veres, | 
Josrice ſhould break her crump about her ears 


= Thank Heav'n!” cries Mr. Ga ang 6 Thank 
% God!“ 


cries Mr. CopLzv, “ that this Man of OMe, 
| ee | « No 


"0-0 
« No more, Barbarian- like, ſhall' o'er us ride: 
No more, like beads, in naſty order ſtrung, 


And round the waiſt of this vile Monawx hung, 
« on achdeitic Seaipe Man. his pride. 


- 


« 5 more Swing up in this dread fellow s rhime, 

« Which he moſt impudently calls ſublime, 

„ Shall we, poor, inoffenſive ſouls, 
Appear juſt like ſo many moles, 

“ Trappꝰ'd in an orchard, garden, or a field; 
* Which mole-catchers ſuſpend on trees, 
To ſhew their titles to their fees, 

„Like ae n too often for the 1 d., 


Pleas'd that vo more my verſes ſhall annoy z , 
Glad that my bliſter Odes ſhall ceaſe their ſting- 

1 

Each wooden figure's mouth expands with | 8 
Hark how they all break forth in ſinging !— 


in boaſtful ſounds the grinning 8 cry, 
< Lo! PeTzr's hour of inſolence is o'er ; 
pi His Muſe is dead—his lyric pump is dry 
His Odes, like ſtinking fiſh, not worth a groat 
<« a ſcore. bs 
« Art thou, then, weak, like hy * ſnarling 
= ſniv'ller ? | 
" Art thou like one of us, thou lyric ute liert 3 
* « Our 


a. 


| 833 f 
66 Our King: and Queens in glory now. ſhall Us T 
Each unmoleſted, ſleeping in his frame; 
60 Our ponds; our lakes, our oceans; earth; and Ky, 
No longer, couted, ſhall be put to ſhame : 


No poet's rage { ſhall root our ſtumps and _ 
$< lng 55 


cc 


nun eee rct ch 
cc 


And ſwear our clouds are : figing: apple-damp 
cc lings: " | r I e 
Fame ſhall 4278 how well our plum- trees bud, 
And ſound the merits. of our marle and mud. 
Torr aig 
Gini 0458, our bruffeaood; and our lofty elms, 
No jingling tyrant's wicked rage oerwhelms, 
„Now this vile FELLER is laid low: 
In peace ſhall our ſtone hedges fleep, 
Our huts, our barns; our pigs, and ſheep, 
« And wild fowl, from the eagle to the crow.” 


* * 
' = 1 *- # 4 " : % : * 4 [1 
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They who ſhalt ſee this Prrzx in the ſtreet, 

tearteſs eye his front ſhall meet, | 
- And cry, Is this the man of keen remark? 

« Is this the wight! pe ſhall be their taunting ſpeech, 

6 "A bop who dar'd to ſnap each artiſt's breech, 

| And bite Academicians Dae a ſhark ? 


He who'e broad cleaver chop'd the ſons of paint: 
66 Cruſh'd like a ; marrowbone each lovely; ſaint; 


cc Spard 
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« The little duck-wing'd cherubims abus'd, 

"> « That could not more inhumanly be us'd, 
„Poor lambkins! had __ aun une the 
ee RTE. . e 

He, once ſo furious, ſoon ſhall want reliefs: 

«, Stake d OT the gh like a Na if 


— ir I- 


* How art thou faln, Oo Cherokee!” they ery; 


& Hell ſhall thy body, for a rogue, ſurround, 
And there, for ever roaſting, may'ſt thou lie: 
Like Dives, may'ſt thou ſtretch in fires eng., 

ane one drop of drink to cool thy ad 


o 
n 


Le W FRY * your. . 
Your. hearty wiſhes for my health nn; 
” For if our zorkt can put us into h-Il, 
Kind Sirs! we certainly ſhall meet in 4 
Nay, what is worſe, I really don't know whether 
We muſt not lodge in the ove: room together. \ 


* | 
dog . 8 
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<« Spar*d not the very clothes about their backs : 


How art thou fall'n!” the joyful roofs reſound ; 
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0 D E : 5 be 
PEI 3 3 K-70 Dinner nn the 
PrINCE of WaLEs, Duke of a Duke 
FITZJAMES, Count LAuzux, Lord. CAERMUAR- 
THER and BE SBOROUGH, Nc. and praiſat Mr. 
WeELTJIE—-Exculpates the PRESIDENT—Condemns 
Sir W. CHamBERs and the COMMITTEE for their 


bad Management —PzTz® talks of viſiting the 


- Chews Ee we thy Duke of. ene 8 


Warne PER ACADEMICIANS run mn 
Such ſhould the moral PxrER's ſong reclaim— | 
Of paint, this ode ſhall nothing ſing pr fay, 
My eagle ſatire darts at di rent ter | 
Againſt decbrum l abhor a fnner; 
And therefore laſh the Academie amn | 
Th? Aab MY, though 'mareeltouy poor, 
Can once a year afford to _ 
By means of kind donations at the door, 
The members make a comfortable treat. 


Like Gipfies in a barn, around their "Kine, 


That annual meet, to eat, and dance, and ſing. 


* feaſt was made of fleſh, fiſh, tarts, creams, jellies, 


To ſuit * various qualities of bellies : 


Mine 


þ 57 3 


Mine grambl'd to be ak'd, and be delighted; 
But r ren 8 been was not invited. 


Let . no "meſſage. waited on- the 8 

With compliments from Academic names, 

The PrINCE of WaLzs receiv'd a civil card, 
| His Grace of OzLEans too, and Duke Firz- 

JAMES; 

Count de Lauzun, and Count Contlan, 

A near relation to the man. 

in whoſe poor ſides old Hawke once fix'd his claws, 
Were welcom d by the Academic Lords, 
Either by writing or by words, | 

To come and try the vigour: of their Jaws, 


. the wok Doris, 
The nimble artiſts, all with greyhound looks, 
Fell on the meat, with teeth prodigious able; 
Seiz d, of the Synagogue, the higheft places, 
And left the poor forlorn, their GaLLIc GRACEs, 
To nibble at * bottom of the table. | 


There ſat, too, my 351 Lord Caermarthen, 
As one of the Canaille, nor worth a farthing! | +6 
But what can titles, virtues, at a feaſt, 


Where glory waits upon the greateſt beaſt? | 


a ; — 
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High mounted o'er - thols x men of quality; ; 
By no wg Fn 0 PP. daubth/15* 
For teats 0 courtly | "oſpitality. .. nv. 

Pre heard, however, one o or two were tanners.: __ 
Granted—it 1 not much improve their manners. 


They probably, in anſwer, may declare, .. 5 K 
They thought the feaſt juſt like 2. bunt; 
In which, as ſoon as ever ſtarts the bare, Wag 
| Each Nimrod tries to. be, the firſt, upon't, t: 
As he $ the greateſt, midſt the howling 170 
Who 2 can triumph 0 N poor. 99208, PUSS, 
PeTERs * moſt jullly rais' d bis eyes s of, = 7 
And wanted Nee to give them .grac 


1 ped; 
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A elt peal of, knives and forks, wo -<M 7 
Spoons, plates, and diſhes, rattling 3 . table 
Produc'd a ne edition of old N 


They had no 88 oer a Grace, to nod, 
Nor ſiqe enough to offer thanks to Gon: . 
That might be done, they wiſely, knew, ., 

When they had nothing, elſe to, Abr 


* 
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# A reſpectable Clergymay, and one of the Academicians. 


His 
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- His — entering ſomewhat rather bee, * * 
Could ſcarcely. find a knife, or fork, or plate: 

But not one ſingle maiden. dib, 

Poor gentleman! of fleſh or fiſh, 


— — 


— — 
- 
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Moſt woekaly the paſtry had been paw'd, 

And trembling Jellies barbarouſly claw'd. 

In ſhort, my gentle readers to amaze, j 

His HicHness pick'd the bones of the R. A.“ 3. 


— — — — —— 
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O Weltjie , had thy lofty form been there, * 
A en thy PRINCE fo ferv'd with 3 and 
flop, ö a 
Thou ſurely would'ſt have brought him beiter fare— 
A warm beef ſteak, perchance, or mutton chop. 
Thou would'ſt have faid, 10 De Farne 7 e 
by Cor, 
4 Po ro muſh honour 70 be at der fraß; 
* Vere be can't heb won beet of meat dat's hot, ; 
Hut treated vid de bones Juſt like a bea/t. 
walls © Paixcx, he bas too great to fit and e eat 
De bones and leafings of de meat; ent e. 
* And munſh vat dirty low-lif*d rogues refuſe, 
oy _ Got. F not 0. 10 1 ＋ de e e 5 _ 
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3 Great Belborough) s Earl, too, came off ſecond Wt; ; 


His murmuring ſtomach had not half a feaſt; / 1 


* The Prince's German cook. 1 
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And therefore it was natural to mutter: 
To rectify the faulty with joyleſs looks, 


His Lordſhip bore his belly off to Brookes, 
"Who filled the grumbler up with 1 and butter 


Sirs ! thoſe manceuvres were 3 e en 
This really was the eſſence of ill breeding: | 


2 


Not for your ſouls could you have treated worſe, 
Bun-bailiffs, by this dog-like mode of feeding. 


Grant, you-eclips'd a pack of hounds, with glee 


- Purſuing, in full cry, the fainting game. 
Surpaſs'd them, too, in gobling down the prey; 
SUB, great R. Au, I tell yon *twas, a h % 
Grant, each, of you the wond'rous mag excel d. 

Who beat a butcher's dog in eating Hips ; | 


| 


And that each paunch with guttling wag fq fwell'd, 


Not one bit "mare _ paſs. your. Oye: 


4 9 you dard ſuch Aae oe. diſt, 
That not a foul af you could. walk away: ? 
Still, midſt the triumphs of your gobling ans, 

I tell N. e * eee 


FE you were greasꝰ a up to the Hole Lie eyes, 


Vour cheeks all ſhining like a lantern's horn, 
With tearing hams and: fowls, and giblet pies, 
And ducks, and geeſe, and pigeons newly born: 


Though 
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Though creat, in your opinion, be your fame, 
e Jou, pou t Ins Foe: 


This, let me own——the 1 Muſe 
Moſt willingly SIR Joshua can excuſe, 

Who tries the nation's glory to increaſe; 
Whoſe genius rare is very ſeldom nodding, 
But deep on painting ſubjects plodding, 

To rival Italy and Greece. 


But pray, Six WII Liane, what have you to fay? 


No ſuch impediment is in your way; 
Genius can't hurt your etiquette attention; 
And Meſſieurs Tyler, Wilton, and Rigaud, 
Have you à genius to impede you !——No! 
Nor m_y a one beſides that I could mention. 


This year (God villine) I ſhall viſe W WR 
And taſte of Louis, Grand- IR af the 
prog; 
His Grace of ORLEANs, ſo kind, perchance, 
. May aſk me to his houſe to pick a frog: 
And yet, what right have I to viſit there? 
To ſee a man fo vilely treated here. 


PF 
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Le e Ra Artiſts, at your * future feaſts, 


'1 fear youll: make their Graces wg 
Daniels: 1 
41 as the Prophet din'd 88 ' wild beats, 
The Dukes wall = your / pomters” aud your 
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 PeTER 38 N Advice: to e N 7 
telleth..a oft deleftable Story ofa Country, "Bunp- 
kin and a ee ren | 
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Fonzx AR, « my 3 to „ ſacrifice your fame 
To fordid gain, unleſs chat you are ſtarving: 

1 0 chat hunger will indulgence claim 
For hard ſtone heads and ee Kn, 


0 , ” 


In e bay 1 haſte 15 „ (ell 400 eat; 
For there is certainly a charm in meat: 


ESL . 


And in rebellious tones will ſtomachs . 
That have not taſted victuals for a weck. teri 


"HA iq tarts 


But yet there are a mercenary crew, 
Who value Ban 9! more than an old ſhoe; 
. | © L 9 Att irt ond . * Provided 


[ 141 * * 
Provided for their daubs they get a tale; 3 | | 
Juſt like the man but ſtay—I'll 2 the tale. 4 


* * * — 


Megan enn e 2738 | 
A elo; in a ket. Werne 
57 . mar our ieee 


Moſt muſical, cried razors up Sn down, | 

And offer'd_twelye for eighteen pence ; 
Which certainly. ſeem'd won@'rous cheap, 
And for the money, quite a heap, _ 


cx eee wu bets with caſh and. ſende, 


A country bumpkin the great offer heard: | 
Poor Hodge, who ſuffer'd by a broad black beard, 
That ſeem d a ſhoe-bruſh ſtuck: beneath his 
noſe, 
With cheerfulneſs the 3 pence ihe paid, - 1 
And 1 to himſelf, in whiſpers, 1 
5 Bron ndr Aan the nde 1 ſuppoſe.” Ht. | 


—— — 


— 


— — —————— ¼ 9 —— 
- — — 


” TORI” if W fellow "A a "WED 
Provided that the razors Have; n 
« It certainly will de a monſtrous prize:” 
So home the clown, with his good fortune, wept; 
Smiling in heart, and ſoul content, | | 
And ay 1 159 himſelf io e ears and eyes. | 
Oe 59s 
neng well lather'd 4 a did or 8 | | 
Hodge now began with grinning pain to grub, © 1 
2 20 | | Juſt 1 


* 
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Juſt like a hedger cutting furze: 
as a Vile razor then the reſt be tryd- 


All were impoſtor e Ah,” Hodge ſigh'd! 
* 1 viſh ky qt rte within wy ww 


» + ©W 


Laos 4s 


In vain to 1 his "heats, and vring the kae, 
He cut, and dug, and wine d, Ls We and 
ſwore : ” 

Brought blood, and Yanc'd, Hants, And made 

'wry faces, 
And ure each razor” 8 body Sore uns ; 

His Kt 11 ber. of 0 tion ſtu, 

Firm as a Foxite, would not loſe i its ruf 96 

So kept it——laughing at the ſteel and ſuds : 
Hodge, in a paſſion, ſtretchid his angry jaws; | 
Vowing the direſt vetigeance, with .clench*d claws, 

On the vile HEAT that fold the goods. 

«< Razors - damn'd, confounded 4. — 

* Not fit to 1 2 2; r 


g 
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_ <'\P'rhaps, Maſter Razor-rogue, to you tis fun, 


<« That people flay themſelves out of their lives: 


* You raſcal !—for an hour have I been grubbing, 


Giving my ſcoundrel whiſkers -here'a ſcrubbing, 
46 With razors juſt like oyſter knives. 


5 jo | a © Sirrab! 
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8 Sirrab! 1 tell you, you? re a knave, 
= To cry up razors that can 't ſhave.” 


« Friend,” quoth the razor-man, © Pm not à knave: 
As for, the razors you have bought, 
Upon my ſoul I never thought 

« That they wou'd ſbave.“ 


Not think they'd ſhave! 1” quoth Hodge, with 


wond'ring eyes, | 
And voice not much unlike an i Indian yell; 
« What were they * for n, you _ he 


cries -- 
6 Made! 2 * the ello, with 2 ile to 
' (6 1 
3 0 'D E Yr IV. . 


PzTER ljerveth the Lyx Tarioxis. 


Wesr tells the world that PzTzR cannot rhime 3 : 
PETER declares point blank that WES can't paint ; 
Wrsr ſwears I've not an atom of ſublime ; 1 
Iſwear he hath no notion of a _/aint : s 


1 144 5 


© LI 
And that his crols-wing'd cherubims are fowls, 
Baptiz'd by naturaliſts, owls; a e , eee 
Half of the 'meek apoſtles” YO, of Fosdert; - 
His angels, ſets of brazen-headed lubbers. 


a ee 1 
£5 ON 6 ++. 11 22225 e «TO! — 2 4 110857 «23995! | 7 


The Holy Sehen ys All fleſh is graſs; *— 
With Mr. Weſt; all fleſh is brick and braſs; 
Except his horſe-fleſh, that, I fairly dun, 
Is oljen of the choiceſt on ng ON. 


er” H tan... 7; 22 ads 1671 + 
Pre faid, too, that this —_ b 

Netzer paid a viſit to the Guck? 
That en Expreſſion,” he can ee 38 2 
Yet for this article hath he been ſtudying; 
But in it, never could ſurpaſs a pudding 


No, * reader, nor a feu bag. 


I dare not ſay that Mr. 1 
Cannot ſound criticiſm impart : 

Pm told the man with technicali is bleſt, 
That he can talk a deal upon the art : 
Yes, he can talk, I do not doubt — 8 

« About it, goddeſs, and about it ! 


"Thus, ita: i is Mr. Wrser deſerving praiſe— 
And let my Juſtice the fair aud afford; 


For, lo this far fand artiſt cuts bath ways ; 
Exactly like tlie Angel Ganrret”s $ feword : © 


. The 


nm 
* 
* 
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The beauties of the art, his converſe ſhows ; 
His canvaſs, almoſt ev'ry thing that's bad. / 

Thus at th Academy, we muſt ſuppole, 

A man more uſeful never could be had; 

Who in himſelf, a bg, ſo much can do; 

Who is both precept and example too. 1 A 


D 


Great Advice is does to 8833 Authors—To 
Mr. Wzzs and Mr. H. WALPOLE particularly— 
PzTER taketh the Part of Lady Luc an—Showeth 
wonderful Knowledge in the Art of Painting — Ad- 
niniſtereth Oil of Fool, vulgarly called Prai iſe, to 
the : Squire of STRAWBERRY rr. | 


AsTroxowtrs ſhould treat of ſtars and 
| comets ; _ 

Phyſicians, of the bark and vomits; 

Of apoplexies, thoſe light troops of Death, 


That uſe no ceremony with our breath; 
Ague and dropſy, jaundice and catarrh, - _ 
The grim-look Tyrant's heavy horſe of war. 


L . Farriers 
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| Ferries ſhould: write on 88 and the 3 
Bug- Doctors only upon bed-diſorders ; 

Farmers on land, ploughs, pigs, ducks, geeſe and 

ganders ; 

| Nightmen alone, on aromatic odours ; - 

The Artiſts ſhould on painting ſolely write; 

Like David, then they may © good things indite.“ 

Bot when the mob of gentlemen 

Break on their province, and take up the pen, 

The Lord have mercy on the art! 

I'm ſure their gooſe-quills can no light impart. 

This verſe be thine, Squire Webb *——it is thy due. 

Pray Mr. Horace Walpole , what think you ? 


Hon, thou art a man of taſte and 2 
Then don't, of foll, | be at ſuch expence; 

Do not to Lady Locax! pay ſuch court. — 
Her wiſdom ſurely will. not thank thee for't—— 
Ah! don't endeavour thus to dupe her, 

By ß fool ſhe _—_— Core 8. 


\ 


Author of a Treatiſe on Painting, ma ons to diſplay 
more ie than ſcience. 
- + & gentleman well known ig the were n an amateur 
jn the Graphic line. . 

+ A Lady of great ingenuity in the miniature department. 

0 A f famous miniature painter in the time of Cromwell. 


89 


| 2 2 
Mm. 9 [| 
So groſs the flattery, it ſeems to ſhow | 
That verily thou doſt not know | 
The pow'rs requir'd for copying a pidure, | 
And thoſe for copying Dame Nature; 1 
Alas! a much more- arduous matter! | 1 
So don't * thyſelf, but mind my eee 


Thoy'lt ſay it was mere compliment 

That nothing elſe was thy intent, 
Although. it might diſgrace a boy at ſchool ; 

I grant the faQ, and think that no man 

Says or writes fillier things to woman; 


But {till tis n Fach. of you a fool. 


Yet, 8 think not that I yrite 
Through ſpite ; | 
Think not I read thy works with jealous _ "OE 
Lord ! no, thou art a favourite with me ; 2 
I think thee one of un bell pri. 
By Heav'ns I like the windmull of thy brain; 
It is a pretty and ingenious mill: 
Long may it grind on Strawb'ry Hill, 


— — 


PrrzR „ill continueth to give great Advice, and to 
exhibit deep Reflection He "ns a miraculous 


Story. 


'T ers 6 is a Fnack in doing many a thing, 
Which /abour cannot to perfection bring: 
Therefore, however great in your own eyes, 


Pray do not hints from other GR Anne * 


A fool on ſomething great, at times, may fumble, 
And conſequently be a good adviſer ; 
On which, for ever, your wiſe men may fumble, 
_ And never be : a' whit the wifer, 


Yes! I adviſe you, E 5 there? s wiſdom in Nen 
Never to be ſuperior to a hint | 
The genius of each man, with keenneſs view 
A ſpark, from this, or Yother, caught, 
May kindle, quick as thought, 
A glorious bonfire up, in you, 


A queltion of you, let me be 
Of fam'd Columbus and his egg, 


Pray, 
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Pray, have you heard? Yes Oh, then if you 
pleaſe, 
PI give you the two Fi and the Peas. 


1 


The PILGRIMS ard ds PEAS.” 
A TRUE STORY. 


A BRACE of n for no good, 
Were ordered to the Virgin Mary's ſhrine, 
Who at Loretto, dwelt in wax, ſtone, wood, 
And in a fair white wig, look'd wond'rous fine. 
Fifty long miles had thoſe ſad rogues to travel' 


With ſomething in their ſhoes much worſe than 
gravel; 


In ſhort, their toes, ſo gentle to amuſe, 
The prieſt had ordered peas into their ſhoes: 
A ngſirum famous in old Popiſh times, 
For purifying ſouls that ſtunk with crimes, 

A. ſort of apoſtolic falt, 

That Popiſh parſons for its powers exalt 
For keeping ſouls of ſinners ſweet, 
Juſt as our kitchen ſalt keeps meat. 


The knaves fat off on the ſame day, 
Peas in their ſhoes, to go and pray; 


1 
But very diff'rent was their ſpeed, I wot; 
One of the ſinners gallop'd on, 
Light as a bullet from a gunz 
The other limp'd as if he had been ſhot. 


Ox faw the Vincix ſoon—peccavi 8 
| Had his foul whitewaſh'd all ſo clever; 
- Then home again he nimbly hied, 

Made fit, with ſaints above, to live for ever. 
In coming back, however, let me ſay, 
He met his brother rogue, about half way — 
Hobbling with outſtretch'd bum and-. PR" 

knees; 

Pamning the ſouls and bodies of the peas; : 
His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in ſweat, 
Deep ſympathizing with his groaning feet. 


« How now!” the light-toed, whitewaſh'd pilgrim 


broke—— 
« You lazy lubber- '“ 
“ Ods curſe it,“ cried the 1 4 stig no 1 
My feet, once hard as any rock, 
Are now as ſoft as blubber. ; 


« Excuſe me, Virgin Mary, that I fwear—— 
« Ag for Loretto I ſhall not get theres 
« No! to the Dev'l my finful ſoul muſt go, 
For damme if I ha'nt loſt ev'ry toe. 
* | 66 But 


. 15t J 
« But, brother ſinner, do explain 
« How 'tis that you are not in pain; 
ce What Pow's hath work'd a wonder for your 
| cc foes © 
„ Whilſt I, juſt like a frat, am crawling, 
«© Now ſwearing, now on Saints devoutly bawling, 
«Whilſt not a Taſcal comes to eaſe my woes? 


« How is't that you. can like a greyhound go, 
Merry, as if that nought had happen d, burn 
cc ye! 12. 
Fl Why, ” cried the other, grinning, you moſt 
«© Ani 
That juſt before l ventur'd on my journey, 
„% To walk a little more at eaſe, 
J took the liberty to boil my peas.” 


0 D E VI. 


PR TER grinneth. 


That, blaſphemous, may much offence afford 


At Titian, Guido, Julio, Veroneſe, 
Your length'ning phiz let admiration: ſeize, 
And throw up both your eyes at Raphael's 


name. 
But 


Vo UNG men, be cautious of each critic word, 


I mean, that wounds an ancient maſter's fame: . 


Ev'n 


„ 
Ev'n by a printſhop ſhould you chance to paſs, 
Revere their efligy inſide the glaſs: 
Juſt as with Papiſts, the religious, care is 
In churches, lanes, to mend their marrowbones 


To bees. wax ſaints, bon-dieux of ſtones, 
And beech, or deal, or wainſcot Na Marys, 


Whate'er 8 they no more remain, 
For Time, like Fullers' earth, takes out each ſtain; 
Nay more on faults that maden works would 
tarniſh, | | 
Trax OI a ſacred coat 501 varniſh. 
NIN not dl artiſts”. banks, the laſh 7 
Put a good wire in't——et it lab; 
Since ev'ry ſtroke with int'reſt is repaid ; 
For though you cannot kill the man outright ; 
= Yet, by this effort of your rival , ſpite, 
Fifty to one if you don't ſpoil his trade. 
If His ruins may be feathers for your neſt 
i" The maxim's not amilg———probatum eſt, 7 


-- 
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O0 D E VII. 

The Poet inquires into the State of the ExmBiTION 
— Laſhes Father TI uE for making great Geniuſer, 
and deſtroying them—Praiſes RtvNnoLDs—Fan- 
cies a very curious Dialogue between King ALEX- 
ANDER and the Deer, the Subject of Mr. WzsT's 
Pifture—Turns to Mr. WxSs r' Reſurrection. 


We, Muſe! what is there in the Exhibition? 
Ho thrive the beauties of the Graphic art? 
Whoſe racing genius ſeems in beſt condition 

For Grone yu to ap P 


Say what ſly rogues old Fame cajole? 


Speak—who hath brib'd her trumpet, or who foe? Fe 


For much is prais'd that ought in fires to mourn— 
Nay, what would ev'n diſgrace a fire to burn. 


What artiſt boaſts a work ſublime, 
That mocks the teeth of raging TIME? 
Old fool! who after he hath form'd with ow, 
A genius rare, 
To make folks Pare, 
| Knocks out his brains : 
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Like children, dollt creating with high brags 3 
Then tearing all their handy works to rags. 


Lo! rr. ſhines with —— ray! 
Keeps; like the Bird of Jove, his diſtant way— 
Yet, ſimple portrait ſtrikes too oft our eyes; 
Whilſt HisT'zy, anxious for W * 


| We don't defire to 15 on ES 15 
Ihe copy of a jowl of lead; 
When for th rin we wou d not give 
A ſmall pin's head. 


This year, of picture, Mr. Wr,  _-; 
Is quite a Patagonian maker—— -: | 
He knows that bulk is not a , 
EE TO rg eee 
3 ah! this ARTIS'T 's bruſh can never brag 
Upon KING ALEXANDER and the s ra; 
For as they play'd at loggerheads, a rubber, 
We ſurely ought to fee a handſome battle 
Between the Mox ARCH and the PIECE or CATTLE; | 
Whereas, each Keeps his diſtance, like a lubber. 


His Mars v, upon his hd laid hn 
Seems preaching to his horned foe, 


* Obſerving 


L 466 1 a 
Obſerving what a very wicked thing 
To hurt the ſacred perſon of a KINO: 


And ſeems, about his buſineſs, to intreat him 
| To march, for fear the hounds ſhould eat him. 
The sr appears to ſay, in plaintive note, 
J own, King ALEXANDER, my offence : 
* True! Ive not ſhow'd my lojalty, nor 
<« ſenſe; 
* Sq bid your huntſmen come and cut my throat.“ 


The cavalry, adorn'd with fair ſtone bodies ; 
Seem. on the dialogue with wonder, ſtaring ; 
And on their flinty backs, a ſet of NODDIES, 
Not one braſs farthing for their MASTER, 
caring, f ; 


Behold ! one fellow lifts his mighty ſpear 

Io fave the owner of the Scottiſh Crown; 

Which harmleſs hanging o'er the gaping deer, 

Seems in no mighty hurry to come down. 
Another on a Pegaſus, comes flying! | 

His phiz, his errand much belying ! 

For if by means to ba/te the beaſt ſo cruel, 

God knows, tis with a face of water-gruel. 
\ 


556 1 
So then, ſweet Muſe, the picture boaſts no merit— 
As flat as diſh-water, or dead {mall:beer= - 


. Or, what the mark i 18 tolerably near, 
: As heads of e devoid 41 TOE. 


well then ! ! torn round vier eber fide- the 
And fee his Savrour mounting from the tomb: 

Is this piece, too, with painting fins ſo cram'd— 
Born to increaſe the number of the damm d? 


My ſentiments by no means I refuſe - 
Was our Reveents like the wretched thing, 
I do not wonder that the cunning les 
© Scortd to acknovielge him for r KING. 


5 * 
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PeTzR morali eu, and giveth 2 Advice. 
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Exvr « 7 8 that pair of — 
Stuff'd like Pax pokA's box with wond' rous evils, 
I hate, abhor, abominate, deteſt : 

Like Cinot, turning man into a — 


— — 


— 


1 a 


Beneath 
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Beneath their cankering breath no bud can blow; 
Their black' ning pow'r reſembles /mut in corn, 
| Which Kills the riſing ears that ſhould adorn, 
e pd Be ns with golden plenty 55 


vet, fierce in Rags each demon reigns z 
Their poiſon ſwells too many an artiſt's veins; 
Draws from each labouring heart the fearful figh, 
And caſts, a ſullen gloom on ey'ry eye, 
BRUSHMEN ! accept the counſel PeTzR ſends, 
Who ſcorns the acquaintance of this brace of fiends ; ; 
Should any, with uncommon talents tow'r; 
To any, is ſuperior ſcience giyen 
Oh, let the weaker feel their happy pow'r ; ; 
Like plants that RPE in the dews of Heay'n, 


Be pleas'd, like W to Aired the blind; 
Who aids the feeble fault'ring feet of youth; 
Unfolds the ample. volume of his mind, 
With genius ſtor'd, and NaTuRs's fimple 
-, truth. i 
Who though : a Sun, reſembles not his brother, 
Whoſe beams ſo full of jealouſy conſpire, 
Whene'er admitted to the room——to ſmother , 
The humble kitchen, or the parlour fre. 
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PeTER ſoeaketh ns hinſelf 


10 vulgar Readerr—Laſheth nde to. Fame 


A MODEST 9 I do not blame 


But I abhor a Rape on MisTrEss Fang— 
Although the Lady is exceeding chaſte,” 5185 


| You preg bullies ſeize her round the waiſt; ; 


Swear, nolens e * ſhe ſhall be wa; 
And though the vows ſhe does not like em, 
Nay, threatens, for their impudence, to ſtrike em, 
hy ren raigals 11 perjiſts | | 


Reader — n no 6 
Thou therefore underſtand'ſt the Bard's alluſion ; 


But poſſibly thou haſt a zhicki/h head ; 
„And therefore no vaſt quantity of brain 
Why then, my precious Pic or LEAD, 


Tis 3 to explain,  \ 


8 1 if 1 fo may call* em, 5 
80 ignorant (the Foul Fiend mgul em ) 


: C 1599 1 
Mere drivlers in the charming art, 

Are vaſtly fond of being prais'd; 

Wiſh to the ſtars, like Blanchard, to be rais d: 
And rais'd they ſhould be, reader from a cart, 


If difappointed in ſome STENT0R's tongue, 

Upon themſelves they pour forth proſe or fong ; 
Or buy it in ſome yenal paper, 
And then W vapour. 


What prigs to immortality, a | 
Who ſtick their traſh around the room! — 
Traſh meriting a very diffrent doom. 

I mean the warmer regions of the Are“ 


Heav'n knows, that T am anger'd to the ſoul, © 
| To find ſome blockheads of their works ſo vain 
So proud to ſee them hanging, cheek by jowl, 
With Hire, whoſe F rs the Axr's high - 
fame ſuſtain, 


To wond'rous merit their pretenſion, 


On ſuch vicinity ſuſpenſion; 
Brings to my mind a not unplegſant ſtory, 
Which, gentle readers, let me lay before ye: 


» The Preſident 
4 hhabby 


„ 8. UP" J 
| The Britiſh Roacyys | in. \ the frees, | oh p | 
-GarRick, on whom our nation juſtly brags— 
The fellow hugg' d bim with ſa kind embrace 
Good Sir, I do not recollect your face, N 
2 Garrick ! Nor replied the m 
DEMS ee , e BK i 
n 8 (OR ITY OLE n 


« The boards of Drury you. and, J. have 


« Full many a time together, I am ſure 


« When?” with an oath, King Faker a 
‚ ce by G— 3 ö * 
* 8 never faw that face of f yours ogy 90, 


4 
, | 


"ey 1. 


« What EPA In 1 77 
1 „Nia you, of I Wer part, Ps 


i Lord! * N. the fellow, „ think n not that 1 


i Steil, n end „ ppb | 
K When you play'c d Hawaex,, Se- ply d the 


LO. Iþs 


ce # 5 
Cock w Mad ant 
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O D.E XI. 


PETER zalketh ſenſibly and knowingly—Recommendeth 
it % ARTISTS to prefer Pictures for their Merit— 

Diſcovereth muſical Knowledge,. and ſhoweth, that 
he not only hath kept Company with Fid-lers, but 
Fiddle-makers-—He ſatirizeth the Pſeudo- Cognaſcenti 
w—Proiſeth his ingenious Neighbour Six Jo8HUAs. 


By not impos'd on by a name; 1 
But bid your eye the picture's merit trace: 1 

Poussix at times in outline may be lame, 

And Guipo's angels deſtitute of grace. 1 


Yet lo! a picture of ſome famous ſchool : 
A warranted old Daub of reputation, 
Where charming PamnTiNG's almoſt ev'ry rule 
Hath ſuffer d alme/t ev'ry violation; 
Oft hath been gaz'd at, by devouring eyes, 
Where NaTuRE, baniſh'd from the picture, ſighs. 


So ſome old DuTCHzss, as 4 badger gray, 
Her ſnags by Tine, ſure DEN Is r, fratch'd away, 
With long, lank, flannel cheeks ; | 
Where ac in ev'ry wrinkled feature, 
Unto the poor, weik, ſhaking creature, 
Of death, unwelcome tidings ſpeaks ; 


M Draws 


E 
Draws from the gaping mob the envying look, 
Becauſe her owWNER chanc'd to be a DUKE. 


How many paſteboard rocks, and iron ſeas : | 
How many torrents wild, of fill ſtone water: 
How many brooms, and broomſticks meant for trees, 


' Becauſe the fancied labours of Sarvaror * ; \ 
. Whoſe pencil, too, moſt groſsly may have blunder'd, 
Have brought the bleſt pofefor many a hundred ? 0 


Thus prove a crowd, a STAINER +, of AMArr ft; 


No matter for the fiddle's ſound; II 
The fortunate Posszssox ſhall not bate ye T 
A doit, of fifty, nay a hundred pound: 
And though, what's vulgarly baptiz'd a rep, N: 
Shall in a hundred pounds be deem'd dog-cheap. = Ta 


It tickles one exceſſively to hear Wo 
Wile prating pedants the old maſters praile ; 
Damning by wholeſale, with ſarcaſtic ſneer, 
The. wretched works of modern days; 
Making at /iving wights ſuch fatal puſhes, 
As if not good enough to wipe their bruſhes. 


* Salvator Roſa. 14: 
+ A German Fiddle-Maker. _ 
t A maker of fiddles called Cremonas, 


And 


E 205:'F 
And yet on each wiſe cognoſcent# aſs, - 
Who ſhall for hours on paint and ſculpture 
din ye; | 
A perſon, with facility, may paſs 
Ricaup for RAPHAEL—BaACcoN for BERNINI; 
Or, little as an oven to VESsVvius, 
WILL. FLER for PALL ADIO or Vrrauvius! 


one wou'd i imagine, by the mad'ning fools 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient ſchools, 

And vilify the works of modern brains, 
They think poor Mother Naru RE'S art is fled, 
That now ſhe cannot make a head, 

Who took with old Italian nobs ſuch pains z 
Nay to a driv' ler turn'd, ber pow'r ſo ſunk is, 
Tame ſoul! that nothing now ſhe makes but monkies, 


* Look at your fay'rite ReyNoLDs,” is their 
6 Allow'd by all, the jr in Evroee's eye; 
„One atom of repute can Reynolds gain, 
« When Trriax, RunzExs, and VANDYKE, 
« are nigh? wa! 
« Can, REVNOLDs live near Raynart, 8 matchleſs 
e line?” 


Yes, blinkards'! ! and with equal luſtre ſhine! 


* 
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D272, i 

PEER increaſeth in Wiſdom, and adviſeth wiſely— 
 Seemeth angry at the Illiberality of Nature in the 
_ Afair of. . his good Acquaintance the LoRD HI 


CHANCELLOR of ENGLAND, and Mr. Pepper 


ARDEN —— PETER treateth his Readers ewith 
Love-Verſes of paſt Timer. 


C OPY not Natvurt's terns foo clo ofely, 
Whene'er ſhe treats your s1TTER profly : 

For when ſhe gives deformity for grace, 

Pray ſhow a little mercy on the face. 

Indeed *twould be but charity to flatter = 
Some dreadful works of ſeeming drunken Nature. 


As for example; Let us now ſuppoſe 
TrurLow's black ſcow!l, and Peper Ax DEN 's noſe : 
But whef your pencil's powers are bid to trace 
The ſmiles of DEvoNSHIRE——=DUNCANNON's 
grace— 
To bid the bluſh of beauteous Gen riſe, 
And wake the radiance of AucusTa's * eyes, 
(Gad! Muſe, thou art beginning to grow loyal )— 
And paint the graces of the PrINCEss RovaL: 


. e daughter of the King. 


Try 
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Try all your art—and when your toils are done, 
You ſhow a flimſy meteor for a SUN. 


Or ſhould your {kill attempt her face and air, 
Who fir'd my heart, and fix'd my roving eye— 

The Loves, who robb'd a world to make her fair» 
Would quickly triumph, and your art defy. 


Sweet NY MPH — but, reader, take the ſong 
Which CyNTHIA's charms alone, inſpir'd: 

That left of yore, the poet's tongue, 
When Love his raptur'd fancy fir d. 


S O N 8. 


FROM zer, alas! whoſe ſmile was Jove, 
L wander to ſome lonely cell: 

My ſighs oo wweak the maid to move, 
I bid the flatterer, HOPE, farewel, 


Be all her Siren arts forgot, 

That fill'd my boſom with alarms: 

Ah! let her crime—a little ſpo tt, 
Be loſt amidſt her blaze of charms. 


| 2 3 goabaturn fly 5; 
As on I wander flow, my. ſighs, 


At ev'ry ſtep for Cynthia mourn ; 
My anxious HEART within me dies, 
And ſinking, whiſpers, * Oh! return,” 
: Deluded 


[ 166 J 
Deluded heart! thy folly know 
Nor fondly nurſe the fatal flame 
By abſence, thou ſhall loſe thy woe; 
And only flutter at her name. 


Readers! I own the ſong of love is faveet : 
Myoft pleaſing to the ſoul of gentle PETER : 
Your eyes, then, with another let me treat, 
Oh, gentle Sirs, and in the ſame ſweet metre, 


SONG To DELIA. 


SAY, lonely MAID, with down-caſt eye 
O DELIA! fay, with cheeks fo. pale, 


What gives thy heart the lengthen'd ſigh, _ _ 
That tells the world a mournful jale? 


Thy tears that thus each other chaſe, 
Beſpeak a boſom ſwell'd with woe; 

Thy ſighs, a ſtorm that wrecks thy peace, 
Which ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 


Oh! tell me, doth ſome favour'd youth, 
With virtue tir'd, thy beauty flight ; 

And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 
That lip, and boſom of delight? 


Perhaps 


L 


Perhaps to xVuEHVS of other ſhades, 
He feigns the ſoft, impaſſion'd tear, 
With ſongs their eaſy faith invades, 

That treach'rous won thy witleſs ear. 


Let not thoſe MAlps thy envy move, 

For whom his heart may ſeem to pine—— - - 

That HEART can ne er be bleſt by love, 
Whoſe guilt could force a pang from bine. 


o DE Xl. 


Pious PRT RR acknowledgeth great Obligations to the 
Reverend Mr. MARTIN LuTHER—Tet lamenteth | 
the Effefts of this Parſon's Reformation, on Paint- 
ing. | 


| We PROTESTANTS owe much to MarTyN Lu- 
THER, | 
Who found to Heav'n a ſhorter way and ſmoother ; 
And ſhall not ſoon repay the obligation: 
MarxTyN againſt the PaeisTs got the laugh; 
Who, as the butchers bleed and bang a CALF 


To whiteneſs—bled and bang'd unto /alvation : 
| As 
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As if ſuch drubbings could expel their ſins; 
As if that Pow' Rx, whoſe works: with awe we 
| view, 

Grac'd all our backs with ſets of — mins, 

| Then order d us to bent them Hack + and blue. 


Well then! we muſt confeſs for certain, 1 
That much we owe to Mr. Martyn, 

Who altered for the better, our religion — 
Yet, by it, glorious PainTiING much did loſe 
Was pluck'd, poor Goppess!-like a gooſe ; 
Or, for the rhyme-ſake, like a pigeon, ' 


Mad at the WnokRk or BaByLoN, and Bull, 
Down from the churches men began to pull 
Pictures, that long had held a lofty ſtation— 
Pictures of SAINTS, of pious reputation, 

For curing, by a miracle, the ills, * 
That now ſo ſtubborn yield not to devetions, 
But unto bliſters, boluſſus, and potions, 

That make fuch handfome pothecaries bills, 
Down tumbled Ax THONV who preach'd to SPRATS, 

And RHE # who held difcourſes with a Hoc, 

That, grunting, after him ſo us'd to jog ; 

Came down by favour of long ſticks and bats. 


| 4 Commonly known by the name of Pic .. 


The 


ww » 
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The Sax xs. e on ſpits, like ven ſon roaſt. 
. ng ge von e, A e . 
| Proiling on qridir SR in an oven 
Or on a fork, like cheeſe of Cheſhire, fagſeing, 
Or kick'd to death, by Satan's hoof fo cloven, 
All humbled to the ground were forc'd to fall— 
3 forks, and nee ns, ovens, dev'I and all. 


Ev'n Sainte of poor - Old England's r 
In wonders, many foreign ones, exceeding ; 
Our hot REFORMERS did as roughly handle * / 
In troth, poor harmleſs ſouls! they mert no quarter, 
But down were tumbled, Mix AcLR and MAR TYR; 
Put up in lots, and fold by inth of candle. 


Had we been Papiſtz—Lord! 1 we ſtill had ſeen 
Devils and Devil's mates, young pimping lyars 

Tempting the bluſhing N UNS of frail fifteen, | 
With gangs of ogling, roſy, wanton Friars: | 
Which Nuws ſq pure, no love-ſpeech could cajole— 
Who n the body, to preſerve the ſoul, 


Then. had we | form. St Dennis with his head 
Freſh in his hand, and with affection, 23 i ing ; - 
And if the nob, that from his ſhoulders fled, | 
By knife or broad-ſword, never had been mi/- 
8 ing; 
hi Then 
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Then had we ſeen, upon their friendly coating, 


SAINTS on the waves, like gulls and wigeons, float. 
ing. | | 


Pve ſeen a SainT on board a ſhip, 
Io whom, for a fair wind, the Papiſts pray, 
Well flogg'd from ſtem to ſtern, by birch and whip, 
Poor wooden fellow | twenty times a day : 


Pull'd by the noſe, and kick d—call'd lubber, owl, 

To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul / 

And often thjs hath brought a proſp'rous gale, 

When pray'rs and curſes have been found to fail. 

T his, had we Papiſts been, had grac'd our churches, 

Saints, ſeamen, noſe-pulling, kicks, whips, and 
| birches, | 


d D r W. 


PETER attacketh the Exotic R. A.'s, 


Vr Royal. Sixs, before I bid adieu, IE 
Let me inform you, ſome deſerve my praiſe : 
But truſt me, gentle-Squires, ye are but few 


Whoſe names would not diſgrace my lays ; 
| You'll 


L 
You'll ſay, with grinning, ſharp, ſarcaſtic face, 
We mult be bad indeed, if that's the caſe— 


Why, if the truth I muſt declare, 
So, gentle ſquires, you really are! 


m greatly pleas'd I muſt allow, 
| To ſee the Foreigners beat hollow ; 
Who ſtole into that dome the Lord knows how— 
1 hope to God no more will follow: 
Who, curs'd with a poor ſniv'ling ſpirit, 
EO never known to vote for meri.— 
Poor narrow- minded imps, 
Hanging together juſt like ſhrimps. 
I own, (ſo little they have merited) 

That from yon noble dome, 

Made almoſt an Italian and French home, 
J long to ſee the vermin ferreted. 


Yet where's the houſe, however watch'd by cats, 
That can get rid of all its rats? 

Or, if a prettier ſimile may pleaſe, 

Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 

Or if a prettier ſtil hat London rugs 
Have not at times been viſited by bugs ? 
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DE W. 


PzTER taketh Leave— Diſplayeth wonderful Learn. 
ing — Seemeth ſorry to part with hit Readers— 
Adminiftereth Crumbs of Comfort. 


M Y deareſt readers! *tis with grief I tell, 
That now, for ever, I muſt bid farewell 


Glad, if an ode of mine, with grins, can treat ye, 
Palete: | 

And if you like the Lyric PzTzR's oddity ; 

: | Plaudite. | 

Rich as a Jew am I in Latian lor 

So, claſſic readers, take a ſentence more : 

Bulchrum eſt monſtrari digito, et dicier hic eſt ! 

| Says JUvENAL, who lov'd a bit of fame 

In Engliſh Ah ! *tis ſweet amongſt the thickeſt 
To be found out, and pointed at by name. 


To hear the ſhrinking 6REAT exclaim, That's 
„ PETER, 

66 Who makes much immortality by metre ; 

„Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 

( And cares no more for KINGS than Kincs for 

bim le 


Vet 


. 


Vet one word more before we part 

Should any take it grievouſly to heart; 

Look melancholy, pale, and wan, and thin, 

Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin; 

Put on a poor deſponding face, and pine, 

Becauſe that PxTER the Divine 

| Reſolves to give up Painting Odes : 

By all the rhyming Goddeſſes and Gods, 

I here, upon a poet's word, proteſt, 

That if it is the world's requeſt 

bat J again in Lyric ſhould appear; 

Lo! rather than be guilty of the fin 

Of loſing GEORGE THE THIRD one SUBJECT'S 
Ain, ; 

My Lygic BAGPIPE ſhall be tun d next year. 


THE 


LO U #8 & BD: 


AN 


HEROI-COMIC POEM. 


G AN 1 IL 


Prima Syracoſio, dignata eſt ludere Verſu 

Noſtra, nec erubuit Sylvas habitare Thalia; 

Cum canerem Reges et Prælia Cynthius Aurem 
Vellit et admonuit. Vigzcit, 


I, who ſo lately in my lyric Lays, 

Sung to the Praiſe and Glory of R— A——s; 
And ſweetly tun'd to Love the melting Line, 

With Ovid's Art, and Sappho's Warmth divine; 

Said (nobly daring !Y © Mvuse, exalt thy Wings, 

« Love, and the Sons or Canvas, quit for K—cs.” 
AroLLo, laughing at my Powers of Song, 

Cry'd, „ PRTER Pinar, prithee hold thy Tongue.” 
But I, like Poets, ſelf-ſufficient grown, 
Reply'd, . Aror To, prithee hold thy own,” 


— DARE .d Um ns OG no IR ———_ —_ 
— * as. 
— 
—— — - con —— 


TO THE READER. 


GzenTty Rzavdzr, 
Ir is neceſſary to inform chee, that his M——y 
actually diſcovered, ſome time ago, as he fat at 
table, a Lousz on his plate. The emotion occa- 


ſioned by the unexpected appearance of ſuch a gueſt, 
can be better imagined than deſcribed. 


An edict was, in conſequence, paſſed for ſhaving 
the Cooks and Scullions, and the unfortunate Louſe 
condemned to DiE. 


Soc is the foundation of the Lous 1A. | 
With what degree of merit the Poem is executed, 
the uncritical as well as the critical Reader will decide. 


Taz ingenious AUTHOR, who ought to be al- 
lowed to know ſomewhat of the matter, hath been 
heard privately to declare, that in his opinion the 
Batrachomyomachia of Homer, the Secchia Rapita 
of Taſſoni, the Lutrin of Boileau, the Diſpenſary of 

N . 
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Garth, and as 3 of the Lock of 8 are not 
to be compared to it-and to exclaim at the ſame 
time, with all the modeſt aſſurance of an AurHOR— 
Cedite Scriptores Romani, cedite Graii— 
Nil ortum in terris, err melius. 


Which, Lor the fake of the mere n Reader, 
is chus wee eninliated:: 


1 hy 


Ra © Radial od 8 Auben, great ang ſmall, 
. The Author of the Lous:1ap beats you A. 


+a + % 
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0 ANT O I. 


Taws LOVUSE, I fing, that from ſome head 
| unknown, | 

Yet born and educated near a throne, 8 

Dropp'd down, 1 8 will'd the A decrees of 

Fate,) 

With legs wide ſprawling on the M—ch's- ls; : 

Far from the rapture” s of a Wirz's embrace; 

Far from the gambols of a tender Race, , 

Whoſe little feet he taught, with care, to tread 

Amidſt the wide dominions of the head; 

Led them to daily food, with fond delight, 

And taught the tiny trav'lers zober+ to bite, 

LB To 


11 


— 


To Hide, to ral, advance, or türn their tails, 
When hoſtile combs attack'd, or vengeful nails: 
Far from thoſe pleaſing ſcenes, ordain'd to roam, 
Like wife Ulyſſes,” from his native home; | 
Yet, like that Sac, tho forc'd to roam and mourn 
Like him, alas! not fated to return : | 
Who, full of rags. and glory, ſaw his Boy * 
And 4 Wirz again, and Dos |} that dy'd for joy. 
Down dropp'd the luckleſs LOUSE, with fear 
appall'd, 
And wept his wife and children, as he ſprawl'd, 
Thus, on a promontory's miity brow, 
The Pogrt's eye, with forrow, ſaw a Cow - 
Take leave abrupt of bullocks, goats, and ſheep, 
By tumbling headlong down the dizzy ſteep; 
No more to reign a Queen amongſt ther cattle, 
And urge her rival beaux, the bulls, to battle; 
She fell, rememb'ring, ev'ry roaring lover, | 
With all her wild corants in fields of clover. 
Now, on his legs, amidſt a thouſand woes, 
'The LOUSE, with judge-like gravity aroſe : 
He wanted not a motive to intreat. him, 
Beſide the horror, that * ** 25 MEN eat him— 


* 8 
+ Penelope. 
+ Argus, for whoſe hiſtory ſee the ody. 
y ———woriens dulces reminiſcitur Argos. 
OD | Vins. 


he 
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The dread of gaſping on the fatal fork, 


Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork ; 

Or drowning midſt the ſauce in diſmal dumps, 
Was full enough to make him ſtir his ue, To 
Vain hope! of ſtealing unperceiv'd away | 

He might as well have tarried where he lay. 255 
Seen was this LO USE, as with the Royal brood, 
Our hungry K*** amus'd himſelf with food; | 
Which proves (tho' fearce believ'd by one in ten). 


That Kings have appetites like common men; 


And that, like London Aldermen and Mayor, 
They feed on more ſubſtantial ſtuff than air. 
Paint, heav'nly muſe, the look, the very look, 


That of the S——n's face, poſſeſſion took, 


When firſt he ſaw.the LOUSE, in ſolemn ſtate, 
Grave as à Spaniard, march acroſs the plate! 
Yet, could a LO USE a Briziſh King ſurprize, _ 
And, like a pair of ſaucers, ſtretch his eyes ? 
The little tenant of a mortal Heap, 


Shake the great RulER of three realms with 


Dxzap 7 
Good Lord! (as Somebody ſublimely ſings,) 


What great effects ariſe from little things / 
As many a loving ſwain and nymph can tell, 


Who, following Nature's law, have lov'd too well! 


Nor with more horror, did his eyes betiold, 
Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old, 


When 


| 
1] 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


—_—  — — 
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When Triumph hung upon his plotting brains, 
And dear PRRROGATIVR was juſt i in chains: 


Not with more horror, did his eye · balls work 
Convulſive on the patriotic Burke, 4 
When guilty of ceconomy, the crime. p 
Edmund wide wander'd from the true ſublime, 
And, cat-like, watchful of the fleſh and fiſh, 
Cribb'd from the R- y. table many a diſh— 
Saw ev'ry lice of bread and butter cut, 
Each apple told, and number'd ev'ry nut; 
And gaug'd ( compos'd upon no ſneaking ſcale) 
The Monarch's belly like a caſk of ale; 
Convinc'd that, in his ſcheme of: ſtate. filvation, 
To Aarve? the PaLAcs was to ſave the Narrox: 
Not more b he ok d, when midſt the courſe, 
He tumbled, , in a ſtag-chaſe, from his horſe, 
Where all his Nobles deem'd their M—cch dead, 
But luckily he an de his Hap? : 


wt 


. His 8 was 20. 1 ſome + time ſince to a mol 
mortifying dilemma z the apples at dinner- time having been, by 
too great a liberality | to the royal children, expended, the K—g 
ordered a ſupply, but was informed that the Boizp- or Gann 
Corn, would: poſitively, allow no. mores. Enraged at the ynex- 
paſted, and unreyal difapppintmeut, be; furiguſl, puts his havds 
in his pocket, took out fixpence, ſent a Pagz for two penny- 
wor of N and ee the . 
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Nor. VEXISoN EarTExs at the vaniſh'd Far, 
With ſtomachs wider chan 4 Quaker's hat: Fe, 
Not with more horror Mr. Serjeant Pliant 
Looks down upon an empty- handed chent: 

Not with more horror ſtares the rural M Am, | 

| By hopes, by fortunetellers, dreams, tara, 
Who ſees fr ticket a dire blank atiſe, © 

Too fondly thought the twenty thouſand Prize, 
With which the ſimple damſef meane, no deubt, 
To bleſs her faithful fav'rite CoLiN Crovr: © 


Net with, more re Borror, f fares cach fepgthen'd 


' . een e; 
Of forge | fine futtexing, mincing pet maine. 


When of a wanton chimney-ſweeping wag, 
The Beau $ white veſtment feels the 8 ag: $5 
Not with more horror, did the Devit took, | 
When Dunſtan by the noſe the dæmon took, 

(As gravely ſay our legendary ſongs) | 
And led him with a; pair of red- hot tongs j, 

Not Lady Worfley, chaſte as many à nun, 

Look'd with more horror at Sir Richard's fun, 
When rais'd on high to view her naked charms, 
He held the peeping Captain i in his arms; 
Like David, that moſt amorous little dragon, 
Ogling ſweet-Bathſheba without a rag on. 


SS. 84 4 1 
Nor more the gr 8 1 HOUSE, with 
horrer, ſtar . | 
By mob. affronted woche very EET ; 
Whoſe, impudence (enough to damn a jail). 
Snatch'd from his waving, hand his. Fox's tail, 
And ftuff'd i it 'midſt his thunders of applauſe 
Fallin the. centre of Sam” $ gaping jaws, . 
That forcing down bis patriotic throat, 
Of Fox / * Freedom ſtopp” d the glorious note, 
65 
Nor — more FR But.Ly Rams + lr d, 
When Purr |, the P—ce's air-drefſer appear'd, 
Amidſt their eatjng-room, with, dread delign, 
"Top with ae 2 with Pars e | 
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_ Yo Wenlnter- Hall hue the * abe = a was Juſt 
about to ſay nonſenſe). of the people was to be taken on an election. 
+ Billy Ramus—emphatjcally and conſtantly called by His 
My Billy Ramus. One of the Pages who ſhaves the 8—n, 
airs his ſhirt, reads to him; writes for him, and bolledis ancedotes. 
+ Puff, hie R. y- Hightieſe's halr- dreſſer, he attending bim 
at Windſor, the P— ce, with his lh good nature, ordered him 
to dine with the Paces. . The pride of the Pages immediately 
took fre, end A petition was diſpatched to the K — and P—ce, 
to be relieved Noth the diſtreſsful circumſtancy of dining vith a 
hair-dreſſer. The Petition was treated with the Proper contempt, 
and the Pages commanded to receive Mr. Puff into their mels, or 
quit the table. With unſpeakable mortification Mr. Ramus and 
his brethren ſubmitted ; but, like the poor Gentoos who have lo 
their Cef, have”! not held up their heads ffnce, | ke 
| lot 


Not with more horror, GLosTts's Dvenzss lara, 
When (bleſt in Metaphor!) the K*** declar'd, 


That not of all her mongrel breed, one — 4 
Should in Ron royal n ever 1805 


Nor more, that man ſo Al ſo e 
The gentle $qQu1RE gf 7 LEATHERHEAD, was ſcar d, 
When after prayers ſo good, and rare a ſermon, 
He found his Fo attack d by Harriet Vernon: 
Who meant (Thaleſtris-like, diſdaining fear !) 
To pour her Foo, in thunder on his RAR; 
Who, in f Gop's houſe, without one grain of oy 
pit, Ike a vixEx, in bis Wonsnir's face, 
Then ſhook her nails, as ſharp as taylor's ſhears, 
That itch'd to ſcrape acquintance with hig ears: 
Not Atkinſon with ſtronger terror ſtarted 
(Somewhay afraid, perchance, of being carted) 


0 Rynaſton, is the name of the gentleman aſſailed by this furi- 


ous Maid of Honour, for his W of the wig as. an 


acquaintance for his wife. 

+ Verily in the Hovss of the Lozy, on the Lord's « Day, in | 
the year of our Lord 1785, in the-yillage of Leatherhead, in 
the county of Surry, did this profane ſalival aſſault take place 
on the phiz of Squire Kynaſton, to the diſgrace of his family, the 
wonder of the parſon, the horror of the * and the ſtupefaction 
of the congregation. K 21 
Mr. Chriſtopher Atkinſon's airing on the ee 1s ſuffici- 

fatly known to the public. 


When 
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Hurl'd, madly heedlefs-both' of time andi place, 
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When Juſtice, a fly dame, one day thought fit 
To pay ber ſerious compliments to Kit, | 
Aſk'd him a few: plain. queſtions about, corn, | 
And whiſper'd, the believ'd_he was forfworn, | 


Then hinted that he probably would find, 


That. tho' the ſometimes wing d, ſhe was not blind, 


Nor more Aſtutias"®Princeſs l affvight, 


Av breakfaſt, when her ſpouſe, the” upolive, 


A FEE boiling coffee in her face; 
Becauſe the fair one eat 2 butter d röfl, 

On which the ed Prince had fix d his foul.” 
Not more aftaniſh'@ look's that Prince to _ 


Hs Feel father to his face unkind; 


Who to the cauſe of injurd. beauty won, 
Seiz'd on the proud Proboſeis ef His * 
(Juſtl-like a Tyors of the Lybian ſhade,” 

Whoſe furious claws the helpleſs deer "PA : 
And led him, till ht Sox its durance frees, 
By.aking pardon for the brutal deed, . 
Led him thrice round the room (the ſtory goes) 


Who follow'd with great gravity: his poſe, . 


Refoly*d' at firſt (for Spaniards are Hi Huff) 
To aſk no # ren tho the SNOUT came of: 


| The nk eee ding of Ababa Prip- 
eels, with the interference of the Spaniſh Monarch, as deſcribed 
here, is not a poetic fiction, but an Auel 8 that n 


* may months ago. | 
| Not 


SM. | 


Not more aftoni/&f d-look?d: that Spaniſh King, 
Whene'er: he miſs d a ſnipe upon the wing: 

Not more a/tan/b'd look'd that King of Spain, 
To des hit guy-bows. blazing on che m! 
Nor Doctor Johnſon more, to hear the tale 

Of vile Piozzis marrying Mrs. Thrale; 
Nor Doctor Wilſon, child of am'rous folly, 
een yoo n boxe off Kit Oy | 


5 Was — thook the M-eoech's foul! 
Juſt like two billiard balls his eyes gan roll, 
Will anger all his royal- HEART. pole, 
That ſwelling, wildly, dump'd againſt his breaſt, 
Bounc'd at bis. ribs, with all its might ſo ſtout, 
As reſolutely, bent an humping o,, 
T avenge, with all its powers, the dire diſgrace, 
And nobiy ſpit in the offetidex's face. 
Thus a large dumpling to its cell conſin'd, 

(A very apt alluſion to mp mind) 


* His Moſt Catholic Majeſty's ſhooting merits are univerſally 
gcknowledged. Though fa far advanced in years, he is ſtill the ad- 
miration of his ſubjects, and the envy of his brother Kings, as a 
Suor; and it is Cell known, chat even on thoſe days when the 
Royal Robes are obliged: to be worn, his breaches pockets are 
ſtufſed with gun flints, ſcrews, hammers, and ather .implements 
neceſſary for the deſtruction. of ſnipes, partridges, 2 wild pigs. 


ä | - Lies 
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Lies ſnug, until the water waxeth hot, 
Ihen buſtles midſt the tempeſt of the pot: 
In vain—the lid keeps down the child of dough, 
That dan tumbling, WN 1 we 


© O peartsT partner of: appoint (he cries, 
Lifting to pitying Heav'n his piteous eyes) 
< Thou brighteſt gem of G—ge's Rock Hanks 
Look there, and tell me if that's not a LOUSE !” 


'The — look?d. down, and then . | 


e Good la” 


And with a ſmile the aappy'd 1 STRANGER "TY ad 


Each P—ceſs ſtrain'd her lovely neck to ſee, 
And with another ſmile exclaim'd, Cd 
O la! Good me is that all you can ſay?” | 
(Our gracious M—ch cry'd, with huge diſmay) 
% Heav'ns! can a filly vacant ſmile take place 


 #* Upon your M——y's and Children's face, 


« Whilſt that vile Louſe (ah! en to be un- 
« jointed! 


* * the 4 o the Loxp's err 


- Den D ig: tax'd 1 Hell's mak 3 PO 
he Q— and P ſſes drew in their chins, 

Ga prim, and gave each exclamation' oer, 

And very prudent, *© word ſpake never more.” 


= oy — 
\ £ * . 
F [IM 902. 
_ 


Sweet 


— 189 J 


Sweet Mains! the beauteous boaſt of Britain's iſle— 
Speak—were thoſe -peerleſs L1es' forbid to fmile? 
Lies! that the ſoul of fimple Nature moves— 
Form'd by the bounteous hand of all the Loves! 
Lips of DELIoHT! unſtain'd by Satire's gall. 
Lies that I never E d—and' never ſhall. 


Now, to each trembling Page, as mute's a mouſe, 

The pious M—cn cry'd, © Is this your Louſe?” 

« Ah! Sire,” (reply'd each Page with pig like 
' whine) | 

« An't pleaſe your 1 N it is not mine. 

4 Not thine? (the haſty Monarch cry'd agen) 

4 What? what? what? what? what? who the 

77 80 I r then? | 


Now at this fad event, the S——n, ſore . 
Unhappy, could not eat a mouthful more; 

His His wiſer Q, her gracious ſtomach ſtudying, 
Stuck moſt devoutly to the beef and pudding; 
For GERMANS are a very hearty 80RT, - 
Whether begot in Hoc-sTYzs or a Covrr, 
Who bear (Which ſhews their hearts are not of 
fone) 
The ills o* others better than wake] - 


GRIN Manas ſeiz d the ſouls of all the 1 
05 different ſizes, and of different ages; 


Frighten'd 
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Frightten'd | about their. penſions or their bones, 
They on each other Sap d. 3 n 


| My! 


8 


Now to Bonk. but * * we can 't 1 

The growling M sch gave t the plate and vermin: 
« Watch well that blackguard animal, che cries) 
c That ſoon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies / 
Watch, like a Car, that vile marauding LOUSE, 
* Or, G- ſhall play the devil in the Houſe. , 
Some Srizrr whiſpers, that to Cooks I owe | 
« The precious VisIToR that crawls below; 
** By Heaw'n the ring Srinir tells me true, 
And ſoon dire vengeance ſhall their locks purſue. 
Cooks, fcourers, ſcullions too, with tails, of pig, 
« Shall loſe their coxcomb eurls, and Wear a wig. og 
Thus roar'd the K— , — not Hercules ſo BIG; 
And all the W echo 4—* WEAR A Wie!” 71 


hy 5 
12 7. 34 


Fand Asen 1 rack the Sag "> | 
And daſh'd the beef and ven'ſon from their looks; 
Whilſt from be. Ori * withdrew. his 

xp, K 70 a 
. Prrr blabbher'd o' er ed each. memac'd head... 


Burr Sis the great oog gion cons! his 
87, 
Fierce ub n Kaak that roof ' andhier; 


528 3 — + - _— : 5 
- # 4 * of 
Ko r of 2 4 $ 
” & 
* - — 
0 
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His cheeks like BLaDbeks, "with high paſſion | 
ene glowing, | Tits 
Or like a fat Doron Taxunezter's when blowing. 
A neat white Apron His huge corps embrac'd, 
Tied by two comely ſtrings about his waiſt: 
Ax Arzox! that he purchas'd with his riches, 
To guard from hoſtile greaſe, his velvet breeches— 
Ax Apron! that in Monmouth-ſtreet, high bung, 
Oft to the winds with ſweet deportment ſwung. 


« Vu ſons of Dripping, on your Major look!” 

| (In ſounds of deep-ton'd thunder cry'd the Cook) 

« By. this white Apron, that no more can hope 

„ To. join the piece in Mr. InxLz's ſhop ; 

« "That oft bath held the beſt of Palace meat, 

« And from his forehead, wip'd the briny ſweat ; 

ws ſwear, this Heap di i/dains to loſe its locks, 

« And thoſe that do not, tell them they are BLocks. 

« Thoſe head, my Cooks, ſuch vile di [grace endures! 

6 will it be yours, or yours, or yours, or yours ? 

Ten thouſand crawlers in the HEAD be bac bd, 

For ever itching, but be never ſcrateb d. 

« Oh! may the charming perquiſite of greaſe, 

* The Mammon of your pocket, ne'er increaſe ;j— 

« Gaza ! that ſo W hath * you 

rr 

« From Vear, Porx, 34 and the GREAT 
Six Lolx. 


« O brothers 
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O brothers of the ſpit, be firm as rocks —— 
« Lo no KING on earth I yield theſe locks., 
Few are my hairs behind, by age _endear'd l 
© But fr or many, they ſhall not be Hear d. 


0 1 xes ſhall _— Swellenberg * the jade 
« Yield up her fav'rite perquiſites of trade, 

2 Give up her ſacred Majeſty's old Gowns, 

6 Cars, PErricoars, and APRONS, | without 

FRO WN: : 

« SRE] who for ever ſtudies dis, | 

« Who ſoon will be as buſy as a, bee, 

« To. get the liberty of locks en/lav'd, 

And every harmleſs Cook and Scullion ſhav'd ; 

* SHE, if by chance a Bxrrisn SERVANT os. 

* By ſome inſinuating tongue betray d, 

< Induc'd. the fair forbidden fruit to taſte, 

« Grows, (luckleſs) ſomewhat bigger i in the WAIST; 

<« Rants, ſtorms, ſwears, turns the penitent to door, 

<« Grac'd with the pretty names of B—ch andW—, 

«+ To. range a proſtitute upon the town, | 

Or, if the weeping wretch think better, drown : 

« But, if a GERMAN SPIDER-BRUSHER © 

— Whoſe N. ſe grows Fe, and whoſe Shape 

5 tells 2 "Lf 


'* ao} 


4 „ef, of the -Robes to Ther My 


« Huld 


us. 
ce Huſh'd is th' affair — the Q—, and Sur, good | 
Dame, | 
% Both club their wits, to hide the growing ſhame: 
“To wed her, get ſome fool—1 mean ſome coiſeman; 
4 Then dub the prudent Cuckold, an Exciſeman : 
« SEE! who hath got more inſolence and pride, 
God mend her heart! than half the world beſide : 
„SHE! who, of gytting fond, ſtuffs down more | 
meat, N 
5 Heav'n oy ber ſtomach! than ten men can eat! 
« Ten men! aye, more than ten, the hungry Has! » 
„Why, zounds! the Wenn s Stomach's like a 
be BAG 
* SHE! who will ſwell the uproar of the houſe, 
« And tell the K—g damn'd lies about the 
«& LOUSE ; 
When probably that Louſe (a vile old trull!) | 
„ Was born and nouriſh'd in her own grey ſeull, 


„ S60Xtx the room ſhall buxom Nanny * quiz, 5 
« Where oft ſhe charms her maſter with her wit— 
Tells tales of ev'ry body, ev'ry thing, 


From honeſt courtiers to the thieves who ſwing— 
Arte He EOF ; ; 


* Buxomi, Nanny—a female ſervant of the Palace, who con- 
Fantly attends the K—g when he reads the diſpatches. - 


O „ Waits 
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60 Waits on her S—n while he reads Di ke, 
« And wiſely winds up STATE AFFAIRS Or 
HE WATCHES : f 
8 SoonzR the PrINCE (may Heav'n his income 
* mend!) ERS 
„ Shall quit his bottle, miſtreſs, : and his friend— 
Laugh at the drop on Misz&y's languid eye, 
* And hear her ſinking voice, without a ſigh : 
“Break for the wealth of REALMS his ſacred 
\ & word, | 
6c And let the world write 3 on | his ſword : 
66 Sooner ſhall ham from fowl and turkey part! 
« And STUFFING leave a calf's or bullock's heart! 
«© Sooner ſhall toaſted cheeſe take leave of muſtard ! 
And from the codlin tart be torn the cuſtard : 
* Sooner theſe hands the glorious 1 ſhall 
“ ſpoil, - | 
And all our melted butter turn to oil; 
* Sooner our pious K—g, with pious face, 
Sit down to dinner without ſaying grace; 
And ev'ry night, falvation pray'rs put forth, 
For Portland, Fox, Burke, Sheridan and North: 
* Sooner ſhall faſhion order frogs and ſnails, .. 
And diſh-clouts ſtick eternal to our tails. 
* Let Gon view MixisTERs with ſurly . 
65 Abu/? 'em, kick em but repere his Cooks!“ 


„ WHAT, 
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| « Waar, loſe our locks !” Geplyd t the roaſt- 
ing CREW) 
& To Barbers yield 'em Damme if we do! 
Be ſhav'd like foreign Docs, one daily meets, 
« Naked and blue, and ſhiv- ring in the ſtreets? 
*& And from the Palace be aſham'd to range, 
« For fear the world ſhould think we had the 
© mange; | 
« By taunting boys made weary 4 our lives 
66 Broad-grinning wh—es, and ridiculing wives!“ 


a Rovex, OprosrrioN!“ (roard a 170% Cook, 
With hands a Timbo, and bubonic look) 
e »Tis SHE" alone, our noble curls can keep 
« Without HER, MinisTERs would fall aſleep 
« *Tis sHE who makes great men—our FoxEs, 


0 UTIL. -- | e 
% And ſharpens, whet-ſtone-like, the NAriox's 
„ Wits: - 


* Knocks off your knaves and fools, however oreat, 
* And, broom-like, ſweeps the Cozwns of the 
„ STATE: | 5 8 

Like ſulphur in a caſk, expels bad air, 

© Arid makes, like thunder-claps, foul weather fair; 
Acts, like a gun, that fir d at gather'd foot, 

* Preſerves the chimney and the houſe to boot : 

* Or, like a ſchool-boy's winged that N up 
„ ade 1 © 

5 The ſinking Realm, by * Ss props. 

| O 2 « Our 
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e Our M——h muſt not be indulg'd zoo. far ; 

. <« Beſides! I love a little bit of war. 
Whether to crop our curls, he boaſts a right, 
* Or not, I do not care the Louſe's bite— * 

“ But then, no Force-work/ No! No Force, by 

© „ Heav'n! 

% COOKS! YEOME N. SCOURERS! we will 

“ not be driv'n. 

“ Try but to force a Pio againſt his will, 

„ Behold! the /ffurdy GenTLEMAN and. till. 

& Or, perhaps (his pow'r to let the driver know) 
- © Gallops the very road he ſhould not go— 

No force for me] the Fxexcn, the fawning dogs, 

« Fen let them loſe their freedom, and eat frogs— 

% Damme! I hate each pale ſoupe-meagre thief— 

« Give me my darling LIBER T arid Bree.” 

He ſpoke—and from his jaws a lump he lid, 
And, ſwearing, manful flung to earth the Qu1p. | 
Yet fwelling PRIDE forbade his tongue to reſt, 
Whilſt wild emotions labour'd in his hreaſt— 

Now ſounds confus'd, his Ax R made him utter, 
And when he thought on ſpaving, curſes, ſputter. 
Such is the ſound (the ſimile's not weak) 

Form'd by what mortals, *BunnLE cal [and SQUZAR, 


Fury When 


The modeſt PN of the 3 . * himſelf the 
jufiice to declare here, that his ſimile of che Bubble * Squeak 


is 


1 


When midſt the FR VI xd. Pæx, in accents wks, 
The Beer /o ſurly, quarrels with the CABBA CE, 
« Be ſhav'd,” a Scuiliion loud began to bellow, 
Loud-as a PARISH BULL, or poor OTHELLO, 
Plac'd by that rogue Taco, upon thorns, 

With all the horrors of a pair of Horns :' 


Loud as th' 4 Exciszuax, ſtruggling for his life, 
And panting in a moſt inglorious ſtrife ; 

When, on his face, the ſmuggling Princeſs ſprung, 
And, cat-like clawing, to his viſage clung. 


„Be ſhav'd like pigt,“ rejoin'd the Scullion's 
mate, 
His diſhelout pang and his Pot-crown'd PATE— 


is vaſtly more natural and more ſublime, than Rane black 
pudding on a gridiron, illuſtrating the motions and emotions of 
his Hero ULysses. 


(Vid. Oprsser. 


+ This affair happened a few years ſince —An Exciſeman 
ſcizing ſome ſmuggled goods belonging to a Princeſs, a relation 
of the Great Frederick, her Hicuwess fell upon the poor Rat 
de Cave, and almoſt ſcratched his eyes out—the Exciſeman made 
a formal complaint to the King, begging to be relieved from 
the diſe ace. The gallant Monarch returned for anſwer, that 
he gave up the duties to his Couſin the Princeſs, but could not 
conceive how the hand of a Fair Lapr could diſhogour the 
face of an Exciſeman. 


56 What 
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& What BARBER: dares it, let him watch his NOSE, 
% And, curſe me! dread the rage of theſe ten toes.” 
So ſaying, with an oath to raiſe one's hair, 
He kick'd with threat'ning foot, the yielding air— 
Thus have I ſeen an ASS (baptiz'd a Jack) | 
Grac'd by a CHIMNEY-SWEEPER on his back, 
Prance, ſnort, and fling his heels with en, 
In Imitation of a HORSE of QUALITY V: | 
* Be ſhav'd!” (an underſtrapper TURNBROCHE 
7 cried, ; 
In all the foaming energy of pelde) 
“ Zounds! let vs take his Mx in hand 
„ The K*** ſhall find he lives at our command : 
< Yes; let him know, with all his wond'rous ſtate, 
„ lis teeth and ſtomach on our wills ſhall wait; 
Ne rule the platters, wwe command the ſpit, - 
And .G***** ſhall have his me/ when we think 
(6 fit; 
Stay till, ourſelves ſhall cane to eat, 
* And then, if we think proper, have his meat.” 
Thus, having fed on veniſon rather coarſe, 
A Cour, or COIL E, or DisH or HORSE, 
The TazTaAR quits his ſmoaky hut with Scorn, 
Sounds to the kingdoms of the world his horn; | 
And treating MONAR cs like his ſaver or 
| ſwine, 


Informs them, they have ler to dine. 


cc 


cc 


cc 


& Heav'ns!“ 


— 


* x Horace Walpole 8 doubts upon Eing Dick, 
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66 © Heav! ns!” (cried a YzoMaAN, with much learn - 
ing grac'd)— | | 
In Books'as well as meat, a man of taſte, 
Who read with va/t applauſe, the daily News, 
And kept a cloſe acquaintance with the Musz; 
Conundrum, Rebus, made—Acroſtic, Riddle, 
And ſung his dying Sonnets to his Fiddle, 
When Love, with cruel dart, the murd'ring 
TRIEr, 
His heart had ſpitted, like a piece of Bxxr. 
„ Are. theſe (he ſaid) of Kincs, the whyns, and 
« jokes? 


Then Kines can be as mad as common folks. 


© Dame Naruxt, when a Prince's head ſhe 
: 6& maKkes,- - bh f 


“ No more concern, about the In}ide, takes, 


Than of the In/ide of a Bug's or Bat's, 


« A Flea's, a Graſhopper's, a Cur's, a Cat's! 

« As careleſs as the Ax Is r, trunks deſigning, 
About the trifling circumſtance of LIxIx; 
Whether, of Cumberland he uſe the Plays, 
« Miſs Burney's Novels, or Miſs Seward's Lays: 

“ Or ſacred Dramas of Miſs Hannah More, 
When all the NI xE, with little Moszs, fnore ; 
6-0 good SQUIRE PiN DAR $ * or Wharton“ 8 

« ſtick, 


66 Who 
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„% Who fations drives, at times, his old gooſe-quill, . 

„On Strawb'rry, (Reader |) not the Aonian Hill; 

„ Whethier he doom, the RovaL SezxcH to cling, 

* Or thoſe of Lords and Commons to the King; 

Where oN begs money, and the OTHERS grant 

* Bo eaſy, freely, friendly, complaiſant, | 

„As if the Caſh were really all their own, 

* To purchaſe * e that diſgrace a 
throne. 

« Ah, me! did people know what trifling things, 

* Compoſe thoſe idols of the Earth, call'd K-—s; 

* "Thoſe counterparts of that important fellow, 

* The Children's wonder—S1G6NoR PUNCHINELLO, 

* Who ſtruts vpon the ſtage his hour away; 

% Bis outfide, gold—his infide, rags and hay, 

* No more, as God's vicegerents, would they ſhine, 

„Nor make the world cut throats for Ricur 

* DiviNe. | 


PF 


© Thoſe Lords of Earth, at dinner, we have 
& ſeen, 


„Sunk, by the meereſt ges * the ll 


* The Civil Liſt, we are inclined to think, feels deficiencie 
from Toys— For an inſtance we will appeal to Mr. Cumming's 
Non-defcript of a Time- piece at the Queen's-Houſe, which coſt 
- nearly two thoufand pounds. The ſame artiſt is alſo allow- 


ed 200l. per annum to keep the Bauble in repair. 
| P Ot, 
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« Oft, for an ill-dreſt egg, have heard them groan, 

« And ſeen them quarrel for a mutton bone: 

« At ſalt or vinegar, with paſſion, fume, 

« And kick dogs, chairs, and pages, round the 
room“. 


* 


60 ALAS! how often have we heard them grunt, 
« Whene'er the ruſhing rain hath ſpoil'd a hunt / 
“Their ſanguine wiſhes croſs'd, their ſpirits clogg'd, 
* Mere Rivins DisfcLouTs, homeward have 

they jogg'd; | 
“% Poor imps | the ſport (with all their pride and 
e pow'r) a 
« Of Naruxz's diuretic ſtream—a Sowa! 
« This, we the AcTors in the Farce, perceive; 
« But this, the diſtant world will ne'er believe 
Who fancy Ks s to all the Virtues born: 
« Neer by the vulgar ſtorms of Passiox torn 
“gut, bleſt with ſouls ſo calm! like Summer ſeas, 
“That ſmile to Heav'n, unruffled by a breeze: 


* This is partly a picture of the Jg, reign as well as the ra- 
SENT. The paſſions of George the Second were of the moſt 
- impetuous kind—his hat and his favourite Miniſter, Sir Robert 
Walpole, were too frequently the foot-balls of his ill-humours— 
| nay, poor Queen Caroline came in for a ſhare of his foot bene- 
volence—but he was a Prince of virtues—ubi plura nitent, non 
ego paucis offendar maculis, | | 


« Who 
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„Who think that K—cs on wiſdom always fed, 
* Speak ſentences, like Bacow's brazen Heap; 
« Hear from their lips the vile nonſenſe fall, 
Vet think ſome HEAveNnLy SpIRIrT dictates all; 
& Conceive their bodies of cceleſtial clay, 
* And, tho' all ailment, ſacred from decay; 
e ce To nods and ſmiles their gaping homage bring, 
* And thank their Gop their eyes have ſeen a 
* KING! 
&« Lord! in the circle when our Rovat MasrER 
“ Pours out his words as faſt as hail, or faſter, 
« To CounTay Squires, and wives of CounTayY 
| “ SQUIRES ; 
„Like Sruck Pios, Naring, how each Oaf ad- 
& mires/! 
” Lo! ev'ry ſyllable becomes a Gem! 
e And if, by chance, the M——ch cough/or hem, 
& Seiz'd with, the ſymptoms of a deep ſurprize, 
« Their joints with rev'rence tremble, and their 
| e ; 
% Roll wonder firſt; then, Wray. back with 
* fear, 
« Would hide behind the brains, were any there. 
« How taken in this idle Worr.D by ſhow / 
„ BiRTH, Ricues, are the BaaLs to whom we 
& bow; | 
« Preferring (ev'n with ſoul as black as ſoot) 
« A Roux on horſeback, to a SAINT on foot. 
« dee 
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ce See FRANCE, ſee PorTUGAL, Sill 1A, SPAIN, 


« And mark the Deſert of each Dxspor's brain; 

« Whoſe. tongues ſhould never treat with taunts, 

dn Beck}; » 

« Who prove that nothing is too mean to rule. 

« What could the Pzince, nig tow'ring like a 

dnn ſteeple, 

00 Without the MajzsTy of Us the Pezoprs ? 

“Go, like the“ Kind of Babylon, to graſs, 

« Or wander, like a beggar, with a yass! 

« However modern Kincs may Cooks deſpiſe, 

« WARRIORS. and Kincs were Cooks, or His- 
« Try Jie 

" PaTROCLUS Nl beef: Neal to quell his hun- 
«ar: 

„The micHTY AGAMEMNON potted CONGER |— 


“ And Charles of Sweden, *midſt his guns and | 


& drums, 

Spread his own bread and butter with his thumbs. 

* Be /hav'd No i— Sooner, pill'ries, jails, the 
. ſtocks, 

« Shall pinch this corps, than BaRBERs ſnatch 
„ 0k my locks.” | 

« Well haſt thou ſaid, a Scowrtr bold rejoin' d— 


% Damme! I love the man who ſpeaks his mind.?“ 


* Nebuchadnezzar. 
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Then in his arms the Ox A rox he took, 
And ſwore he was an AxcklL of a Cooks - 
A while he held him with a CoxxisR hug; 
Then ſeiz' d, with glorious graſp, a rw ER Mug, 
Whoſe ample womb nor cyder held, nor ale, 
But nectar, fit for Jove, and brew'd by THRALE. 
« A health to Cooks, (he cry'd, and way'd the 

pot). | 
« And he who ſighs for TITLES; is a /. 
Let Dukes. and Loxps the world in wealth, 

„ ſurpals—. 5 

or Vet many a Lion's ſkin conceals an Ass. 
« Lo! this! is one amongſt my golden rules, 
« To think the GREATEST Men the ORTATEsTE 

« Fools: | 
„The GREAr are judges. of an opera ſong— 
« And fly a BRTITOx's for a Evunucn's tongue; 
0 Can ſtarve their families to hear Bazinis, 
* Gaunt PACCHAROTTE, fat-rump'd ſquab' Ravz- 
5 & ZINIS3 
« Thus idly ſquand'ring "Tu a /quawl their riches— 
Jo ſaint with rapture at. thoſe Cats in Breeches, 
6 Accept this truth from me, my lads—the man 
« Who firſt a sir found out, or FRYING-PAN, 
4 Did. ten times more towards the PUBLIC coop, 
« Than all the fawdry TITLEs ſince the flood: 


; a L 
„ TiTLEs! that KinGs may grant to Asszs, 


« Mui.zs, | 
The ſcorn of Sacks, and the boaſt of FooLs.“ 
He 
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; He 'ended—All the Cooks achim ce divine: ps 
Then whiſper'd one another, twas * damn'd fine!” 
Thus ſpoke the Scowxkk, like a man inſpir d, 
Whoſe ſpeech, the HEROES of the kitchen, fir'd: 
Grooms, MasTtrx ScowRERs, SCULLIONS, 
© ScuLLIon's MaTzs, 1 
With all the ovxRSEERS of knives and plates, 
Felt their brave ſouls, like RISK EY CYDER, work, 
Whizzing in oppoſition to the cok: | 
Earth's 'PorenTATzs appear'd jenoble things, | 
And Cooks of greater conſequence than KI xs; 
Such, is the power of words, where TR&UTH unites, 
And ſuch, the rage that injur'd woxTH excites! 
The Scowrtr's ſpeech, indeed, with reaſon, bleſt, 
Inflam'd with god-like ardour all the reſt : / | 
Thus if a BAR D, Heav'n's vengeful lightning, 
draw; 
The flame ætherial, ſtrikes the kindling ſtraw: 
Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazels, mice, and 
rats, 
And (if unfortunately mouſing) cats; 
All feel the wide —devouring fire in turn, 
And mingling in one conflagration, burn. 


“ Sons of the Sprr,“ the Major cry'd again, 
** Your noble ſpeeches prove you bleſt with BRAIN: 


* Brain! 


— 
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& Brain! that Dan NaTuRE gives not ev'ry 
; cc head, 

e But fills the vaſt vacuity with dhe: 
| « Yet ere for Oppos1TI0N we prepare, 

« And fight the GLOoRIOUS CAUSE of Hzans of 

* FAR, 

'« Methinks *twould be but 8 to petition, 

« And tell the K——g, with firmneſs, our CON- 
| „ prriox: 
ce Soon as our /ad eomplaint, he 30 us utter, 
« His gracious heart may melt away like butter; 
“ Fair Mercy ſhine amidſt our gloomy. houſe, 
. And anger'd Mv forget the LOUSE,” 
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A 8 many people perſiſt in their incredulity with 
reſpect to the attack made by the Barbers on 
the Heads of the harmleſs Cooks, I ſhall exhibit 
a Liſt of the unhappy ſufferers :—it is the Palace 
Liſt, and therefore as authentic as the Gazette. 


A true Lift of the Shaved at Buckingham Houſe, 


Two Maſter Cooks Two Soil-Carriers 
Three Yeomen ditto Two Door-Keepers | 
Four Grooms Eight Boys 
Three Children Five Paſtry People 
Two Maſter Scourers Eight Silver Scullery 
Six under Scourers for laughing at the 
Six Turnbroaches Cooks, 


In all fifty-one.—A young man, named John Bear, 
pould not ſubmit, and loſt his place, 
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Ke Dual: ob Incepto.” Horace. 
« As it was in the Ming, is now, and ever S be, World 
without End.” 25 | 
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0 INVOCATION to the Muſes — Degeneracy. of 
modern \Poets==The- ragged State F the Ladies of ; 
Parnaſſus- Sad Condition "of Bard. Praiſe of Mr. 
"Weſt's great Picture of King Alexander and the Stag 
Aire Imetcation io the Mas- Tbe Tricks of rg 
© Ladies—=Their Tmpofitions-on” Pagts and Poctefſes=—A. 
Compliment” io King George: and Dr, Herſchell on their 
% Intimacy with "the Moon, and important Diſcoveries 
in that -Planet==Invocation" to” Apotio=—Invication 10 
Conſcience Truth and 'Faiſehood, their | Situationse— 
More Invocation to Conſcience—The Praiſe of Royal 
Oeconomy and a Hanoverian College—Addreſs to Git- 
tingen— More Invocation to Conſtience—Mr. Haſtings's 
Bulſe, Mrs. Haſtings's Bed and Cradle properly treated 
— More Words to Conſcience over the late Mr. Yorke 
and Lord Clive —Addreſi to Fame—A Requeſt to the 
aforeſaid Gentlewoman, inſtructing her how to diſpoſe 
of fome of her Trumpets —Deſcription of her Pſeudo- 
Votaries— The Bard bluſhing for the Quantity of In- 
vocation—Proceſſion of his Epic Poem — Madam S:wel- 
lenberg deſcribed with a Plate of Ham—Account of 
ber Birth, Parentage, and Education — Account of 
Pride — Madam Swellenberg's Vifit to the King—His 

AY P 2 Majefty'; 
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Majety's mt 27 gracious Speech—M alam Vwellenberg': 
Anſwer——dddrefs to readers en Ladier ſwegring— 
Sir Francis Drake, the Steward of the Houſehold, 
deſcribed—-not to be canfounded with the famous Sir 
Francis Drake, who" died near 500 „ 
. the profent. Sir Fr Tauer pe 
37 Sy » belonging te ibe Cooks" at 
= — entertainmmnt and Utenſils of this 
Nom Diem, tbe Cook-Mayor's Spgechre Vary of 4 
Nabub am a Beggan aa νẽů Dian r Speer b 
in continuance==Spttch f anither Coo — The Cool: 
in 3 Dumps-—The Cool: Maier e Rejainder io the 
.C ou Spokc b N ani nach = Cancluſean 
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Was of the ſacred fount, around whoſe 
drink f 
Bards ruſ in droves, like cart horſes to drink z 


Did their dark beards amidſt your ſtreams ſo clear, 


And whilft they gulp it, wiſh it ale or beer; 
Far more deli 
Old Calvert's brewhiouſe for their Hippocrene; 
And bleft with beef, their ghoſtly forms wo fill, 
Make Dolly's chophouſe their Aonian hill, 
More pleay'd'i to hear knives; forks, in concert j join, 
Thar all tlie — cymbals of the Nix, 

Aſſiſt 


11 8% 


| | #7 4 7 

AR Mee He Tee üb Pure 
With fearte ef Medi 351 4 E 7. 
| 

| 

| 


Such. OY nog tires,” ef ge om anif as 

* As make AP Pankrü upts of ine bort k Bode 
As well as Mott ORs: who"6ft ewf 
Their unſudsefafd om madfigals in Jail, 20 
wikre penn, k aptel cuckbirs, Lil a cage; 
The ragg ed Adlers p pour their rufieRil rage: 
Deck the « Jinp Wall with verſe” of various tale, 
And, belt e prif Ins, m mount ts immortality?!” 


e""39.,.* ca Ce. —— <4 Ann —H 


| 2 e tell m8 where 18 ibs thy blafh; ” O Sauk! 
Ii Shall bards thro' fail explore the road to Tame; 
i Like fodls k Fepilb it their Way to glöryo 
Doom'd At wie! half. Way houfe, "eall'#" Pargeidry, 
_ Fo bury, | before chey reach the #ealitis of Reht, 
| Like old tobtces" pipes, froth black to White? 
wee e ke ee, tha pee es 
| "Tack, lifted Pöets 10 a Mate Tublims z; 
| To tofly.illfef\raive their ered ese 


High Ger the head of marvclling cempeertz A a 
Who: Zigs;Pottoes,, turnipss Band klieir tops, 
Paid Ning Uomage te Heir ranefalvchops 2b. = 

| Bleſt State! that gives each fair exalte@'mien, 
Wl . To Prace in Print, gseh monthly»magubitic pl - 
| | And deck the ſhops with ſweet, engravings. dreſt, 


MIdſt ante, ers, Laine ts of rr. Wi kr; 
q b 4 by #4 ry 1. 11d * 17 MN 


+324 : | 
| N | | Where 
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Whore, brave King ALEXANDER and the DEREN, 
A noble, buſtling hodge-podge ſhall appear 
From that fam d.: picture which our wonder dre, 
And. pour! d. its brazen ſplendors on the view j 


Bright au ihe pictures that with, glorious glare, | 


On, petithouſe high, in, Picadilly ſtare, | TY 
Where: lipns ſeem, to roar, and tygers growl, 


Hyenas whine, and wolves in concert howl; 


And by their goggling eyes and furious grin, 


. e ae devils lodge _ . 


Le W who, fond of. fun, full many a 1 


time, 


| Mavens baba ep a child n, 
And make him think, aſtride his breping back, 


He, moves ſublime on Pegaſus's back: 


94 


| 'Ye Myusxs, oft by brainleſs poets ſought | 


To bid: the hangs nine and ſwell "with chought; 


Their * 5 wa from the fullen wages.” 
Aſſiſt me ye who viſit towns and hovels, 


To, teach our girls in bibs to eke out noyels, 2 


And treat with ſcorn (far noblen dee 


5 ing) 2 41 3 22 * 
The humble, att of anaking 272 0 or r pt wading: 
12,280] 6129 153 oF + b 0 (i 


© A Mt A ay rs e . 
"ITT of a braſs foundery. | 


Wy 
«* 4 _ 


| 
: 
N : 


TA 
And —— afar 520?) 
And fen the guftte tans aten, 0 


Take dowhfight mallnely' for your ſpitesenbs :- 
ChHAUY With theiesdenee ef & cyl 


| Who take u ruf Nu, 8 f % U e , 


Whan Meſt at Dhremrg thio?:thy HAEs Libs 
eee to d rhοα unf Et % : 
Thi Drugs (RHodlrdiftene werds u herd} an ahb 
A tree, a WHA e de cure eth 
Shirts, 6ckings, blankets, that on hedges dry; 
Te eyes, at evenings Hte and moernmtigs T60n, 
Unſated feaſt on wonders in the mon g 
Where Ferſchell b vol, indntb ins; pbrecg 
Aud Happy Nature; waue füblime vu ⁰,ẽHjt © 
Whilſt mou #6: edel (Wonderful 0 wil T1 „ 
On Lux AAN Wie att- content to dwell ; 
tt ſhert; dengtitacd Wich e world bf He, ., 
Wen ee dee, eee J 
eee eee eee 
Retete ffom why Hiſt dri mom vnn drs: 


Thin wt le orm bn hein qe cru 


Hop, jump, and flutter, to amuſe us- Gli 
7; 29. ee e e e h Fr 
Aud thou, r: PATRON tot the doybla qui 
That Bags. ÞY EDGAR idee a, el 


else Ropal M f 1 
A pretty 


L NJ 


= X X : 5 3 
A pettiu kink of donbiebirrabde gan. 


More gie n t dragbdy;ithap Smit fh: 22 BY 
Auſpicions2 PATRQN-of i: the pennch, and backs 
Of thoſe/alldaring.;raſcals_ chriſteꝶ d dae, 
To whom our pianle: and dives;.are:;Jegal plunder, 
Who, howkdike; keep che human ſpeies under: 
adm om bi Mn TAU ww. e 
GOD. ef choſe gentlemen of gingling brains, 
Who, for 's their own dfauſement print their rains, | 
O aid, as lofty. Howgr; fays,- ay n 0, % 
To ſing ſublime the: Monareh and the Louſe! 
008 EARNED Gas (abit D 16h. D 
NvMPHs,Paiotnus; in my Arft heroic chapter 
I ſhould-haye:pray/d for crumbs of 4yneful, rapture : 
Thus to forget. my friends, Rob EUs 
But, n the proverb, eee, ol. 
11 my _ 1 Mondes, 18. N Lg | 
wall, nde I'm in ſhe invocatic on, grade, .. W i 
To Coneience let my compliments 2 — wee 
4340} Te YEW” das: avg lis hs Tf fi 


Consciznce, a terrifying little ſprite, 
That, bar like, winks. by day and Mae 
Hunts 4% jen dark holes each luxk- 
| ing ice, PLUS Jul Log: gow, - 4, 


As as weaſels buntin or mice — 2 
W e 15 e eh, 


Makes. eee n back!; 
orbits 249, ee de he, 


— 


Shakes) agus bg, . 


Uplifts our ſaint· like eyes with dread devotion: 


Bids the podm trembling! wongue make terms: With 


enen fot > of ting iD ee e 
And promiſe miracles to be forgiy nr + * 
Bids ſpetttes riſe; mos very like the Gases,, 
Wich gogling eyes, black beards, and HTyburm face; 
With ſcents-of fires-of glowing brimſtoge ſcures 


Spitz, forks, and proper culinary! wares * 


For roaſting, broiling, frying, fricaſſeeing, 
The 80, That ſad offending: FSR 
That ſtubborn ſtuff of ſalamander make, WW 


Reco? te dhe fury of ie burning lake ic 


r 11,35: 2 oy a lh i Sq" © 005 DOA. 


4-0 Ont? "os räkt pee dk Eh, 
| 1 'of the bard" control” bY 


Who, whennelfy'd; like brother battls, to le 


| Bring T'zuTH's neglecked form before Wy „ 


Fair Maid! t& Sins and courts*s ſtrange? Fn, 
And now to rural fwains almeft unknown, * n 4 
Whoſe company was once their prudent choice; ? 
Ws onee @clifhted, liſten'd' J her vice: 
When in their Hearts the gener Me OY 
And Cons rA, went hand in Hand Wirk Lovz. 
Sweet PU TR, Who ſteals thre” Manet) fades Nong. 
end mingles with the turtle nqte hef Tong; © ©" 
Whilſt FxiS2200D; Tais'd'by Hebphantie Ricks) | 
en flaunts it in a coach and ſix. 


Con- 


1 rg ] 


 Coltberkby, avtio-bidit vur Monarch from the 


- norton, i HM 29549 SAil-1008) n 
gend fn to Gottingen for eduration, off* 2bit 
Since hapleſs Cam and Isis, loſt to kiiowletlge, 
Are idiots to this” Harioverian college: $A 
Where fimple Science beams witli vrient ray; 
The great, the glorious ATHENS af the day ! 
So fays the Rul EE of us Engliſh fol, 
Who cannot ne like Bm of meer, 
„VAS 80 tis 
Dear attie Gottingen! to nee I bow,” 
Of Knowledge, O moſt wonderful milch er 


From whom huge pails the royal boys ſhall bring, 
And give, we hope, a little to the —— 


Through Thee, beſides the knowledge they may reap, 


The lads ſhall get their board and lodging cheap; 
And learn, like their good parents, to ſubſiſt 
Within the limits of the Civil Liſt; 
Who, ſeldom bid a Miniſter implore 
A little farther e for 5.08 lern. r o 
200 da ob; $L£W.-YILE $109 4 * 
l "ike to, the wonder of i 
Bad'ſt from, his,wonted. ſtate a Px E retire, :- 


And, like a ubjedts; bumbly-ſeek. a nde, 


'Ehkt ae ee eee, ; 


An action that the ſoul of, Envy ſtings 555 : 


a dead unmention'd n. Ihe bock af Kin: 


LY 1 4132 | Hikes S &. * . el! Hug In en eon. 
* 


* 


| Thus full of s gems: and Pearl, the treag'nous, 
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Pope, ry} 455574? Gl: R . 
Send pris ner the imd bens to , * 
hat laok'd. him in the face, 


| And impugently fought: tg, bribe his Ges 


Whgre; 10g che pax and the bed wall e, 

That on the fame darm f errand left the . 
tr 
And beck apd cradles that would Were 


0 ” Commerce! 3 who male our * (how very 


t 


1; * * 
* N ad 1071 pl. A 5.4 MI: "FS 75 


Keepia fhr Gamer of W dire e change: ow 
Relolv'd. (EP in his dealings t. true) IRR 


Th none ſhall keep from e Cen due. 


Sn 3 Th B44 Pr EY 
"Conmmury cz! who who o now can't, 4, like 4 N e 
dra Ren 24 1. {ad 143. ahh ift 2 All, 11 7 7 

Now ügeg, ae I ſtraw : my 


BO. different a1 are thy ; powers-Al, 115 ent times, War 


Thou dear companion of the man of rhymes! 


Thou who, at, äwef can't like a lion roar | 
For one paor lixpence, yet, ike No TE 9 
Tho}, rapines e TH "to 5 7 5 . 1 
an) ging fel with all bis horrors Hes 


Pa” 2 784 490 11 Fr N 
4162b 10 zl l bfr: 28143! 
8 cis. Falke that fat 1e pes gt. 
8 ae. LED 5 5 Se 2 BE 
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bol eye on petty Friudd cn fitredy' fame, pe 
Yet wink At full Bow erimes that 54% 4 dame. 
: * * „ (A wen Lk 1 „ bn ety 92 * 
0 Cie sb ws at bid to mrad 
(So great thy pow'r 'T) the braln of hapleſs Wolter, 
And mad'ft him cüt from Ent to ear ee, 
That peter pott d lis Patriotic W 
Te wanted l firength tc foles from ee 
oy „ — hilp 2 to \ yon fpangledify;"* . 
Who ſe an damned pray TS, Fight years, and tongue of ; 


Won As the vakuen af Wi diet 
Poor Vonkf ! without 4 Mohe, whole" rendes lie, 
Tho Ve, mark d che murder vith a Ugh! * 


19 3. An way Po 7 4 4b Terl)y: * Ty Ti I. 


Ochsner! who to erz alben gie the 
** knife” 1 kk, To 4% COLES e of | 
That, deſp rate Runghitg, took his forfeit life ; 5 
Who, lawleſs plunder, in hls wild catebr, A a 
Whetih't * Ass 5 exe "with © woe, and 'hedtt* with | 


fear; | 1 72 7 gu 1 gg, 161 N 
5 £ 
W oe wheels on cal e rolbd, and Se Wh 
ho 
bl6od, - AIG SITY 1 FTI mg Menn, 


From ralping Nature wr the bluſhing” flood; 

Whilſt Hwvook, panting with triumphant Breath, 

Nerv dis red aym, and haib'd the hills of death. 

And now to hoe, iO lovely Favs, I bend; 4 

Let al » — Work . 
Give 
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Give one a mece'to:all-the learnd-Reviews)?- i 
And bid themdound the Jaboutrgwf thei Muſe 52: 
_ Give to the magazines u trumpet ech)! 
And let the firelling note to-doomſday-reach-; ba. 
To. daily newſpapers a trumpet give: 
Thus ſhall my epit ſtraii for ever Aver 925 ww 
Thus ſhall my bock deſcend to Uſtabi times, 2s 
And rapt poſterity reſound my rhymes. nas 
By future BzavuTres ſhall each tome he Pre, 5 
And, Wenner * ee gs, art 
311 a3 qa 551111 84 * t3'o br 


Thee, .deaveſt N Gi mercenaries bal, 


| | Merely do gin their Jabours g good; fale z W 
Or riſe, 49. Rig Prefer ment N wmv 21 
The! deaf ag adders tothe charms of nE. 44 
. Juſt as the hppocritss 3p. proy'r6. ling, pfl; 
' Beſtow upop, the blind, and eripple, aus; 
Yield glergato;the Fon Fho Mie abe, ws 
Not from a, princinle; gf Beal My Offers 12 3 
But, .ſneaking raſcals, 20 ohtain-ryhen degra, 
A comfortable. lodging over. head, + 10 f. nor 
When forc'd, Migge: f. doftars..0n,theig ſpouſes. 
The Vagranfy: quit their, ſublunary hohe, uit 9 
| bist Sd ic une ann fl «WORLD | 
„Wich > itireoans)dniideriadabling ne =: 01 
Ats bength cu gloricus- Kpig nm go; h- bo 
Lo! Madam SwzLUEvinee /indind G0 vat b. 
Was wond'rous'buſy ofer — Za 
75 A ham 
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A hamiahat nce ae d a Bh f e 
err er I bid bac. 


gi of. ebay by hunters ſmitten; 
n e 
| 2120 #SS, * 89 
Bat 3 * Je Mules, ſay 


Somewhat. of, MadamoSWELLANEEBG 4b + 
If antient poets (mention but a s bur. 
We read. big. genealogy, of.courle:: aa 2x3 ya 
O ſay, e hunk he dembleſs.line..... N 
And ꝙ er Ladys ligeage ſleep the Nine 


1. 
+ aki 


ere Abi ad Ff ülk A rar * 

By virtuk of ber facher ald ber Methergz 21 
This uma faw che Yight Withete inubtt potter 
That imo prand"cottiractions' IGB our catth-— © 
Apollo de d nd hothpiyebat REP irt, i {f! 
To ſay to whit perfectiom the was Börnj⸗ͤ⸗ 
What wit, what wiſdom thoutCrhe Hympk dern; 
No bees aroumd her lipe I Quſter# ng. 
To tell the future ſweettieſs of her tongue ? Wm e, 
Around her cradle perchru no Wein/dove, © 
To'niatkthe"foul'of Innocence and Joe rofl, 
No ſmiling Cupidb t6urid' her eradle/$134/4;; . 
To ſhow the future conqueſts of the 'maid; 
Whoſe chonms would make the jealous ſex her foes, 
And Wer- eee eee 
Indeed; the Muſei muſt own a triſſing pother 
Sprung up betwenn the father) andithe mother; 


1 A . 


| 
| 


Ves I black cat around che bartl 


For, after taking methods how 3 f 


nnn . 


nut vd. vine & HN 10 2boo rc! 


Heav'ns! r 1 Feat dier 30 Wk, 
Who awes the greateſt palace upon earth ? 
— rain 

4, 
"wits, It 


Join'd its young eries, and Alk he ho 
Now here, no there, he fprüng wittt Mea 
And made a bold arretnþ 0 Kis the chf: 
Bats. pour d in Müden hbfts into me rim, uy | 


And, imp-tke, fitting, forit'd'a ſudden globm; 


Then to the cradle ruſh'd the dark ning throng, 


And raptur'd fhriek'd: congratulating Jorgs | 


With ifongy-in-concert with the NI af pub, 
Seam d, in plain BGS, Tun avy an . us,” 
In Strelits nſt wie dass abs licht cd, 


Born to 8:89) znheritanas d of vel 6! 
Fer bowe er parsdenisal it be... 


PrIDE Rigs: with people of. a- tat! „ 07% . 
As well 8 With your folks of fartune, ſtruts; 
Like rats that live in pflases qr huts; aug. 
Or bugs, an animal f pmpant geit. 
That dwell in beds of, ſtmNm, or heds of Fu a 
Or monkies vile, whole tgoth-inglariaus grapples, 


Hail, PRoTBUsP&IDE, Whoſe varigus how rn of throat 
Cab * nd owl Ci tn 


* * 
* d 21" And 
: — — 
— . 8— 


\ 
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And i a meaner ain ſerve thy turn; 
In panting, quiv ring ſounds of Jews harps, mourn ! 
Hail, Pxipx, companion of the great and little, 
So abject; Who can'ſt lick a patron's ſpittle, 


Whine like a meaking, puppy at his door, 

And, gurn the bind part of thy wig. before; 

Nay, if he orders, turn it inſide gut- 

Auch Fear it, Merry Andrew Uke, about; 

Heed not the grinning world. a ſingle . 

But beat iis pointed ſcorn, without a bluſh. | 

Yet, fain wor dit thou the crouching world beſtride, 

Juſt like. the Rnoplan:BurLy, o'er, the tide ; 

las brazen wonder, of the world, of Ne 
That proydly ſtreteh ' q. his legs from Moore to ſhore, 

And ſaw gf. Greece the loſtieſt navy travel, "res 

In wag Wee. we Md 

A 0 ea = 


80 * fr Pas- Ard little, humble, vain; ; 
And now for nen, SWzLLENBERS . 

mum 04770 | wor M1 28 b»» , 

Whether the NYE ever dent a grace, 

That deign'd to pay 4 viſit to her face, | 
The Musk is ignorant, the muſt allow; /; 
Vet knows this truth, tllat not one ſparkles now : 
If ever. beawties, in delight excelling, 3 

Chavtn'd en her ebeck, they- long have left theit 
Aavelling:! N 4 * 

2 This 


- 
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This Nymph, bn was, I ween, 
And priz'd for cheapneſs by our ſaving Queen, 
Who-where's the mighty harm of loving N 
Brought her to this fair land of milk and honey, 
And plac'd her in a moſt important ſphere 
InsPzCTRESS GENERAL of the Royal geer. 
Soon as this woman heard the Louſe's tale, 
At once he turn d, like walls of plaſter, pale,” 
But firſt the ham of. Neſphaly ſhe gobbled. 
And then to ſeek the Lok D's ANoN TE, hobbled. 
- Him full of wrath, like Peleus' ſon of yore, 
When Agamemnon took away his wh——,_ 
In all the bitterneſs of wrath, ſhe found ; "I 
The Queen and Royal children ſtaring — 


" o Swelly,” thus the madden'd Monarch f̃oar'd, 

"Whilſt wild impatience wing'd the rapid word; 

For lo! the fokemn Monarch, of graceful ſpeech, 
The Kine long fince had bid to kiſs his b—ch. 

The broken language that his mouth affords ' 

Are heads and tails, and legs and wings, of words, 

That, give imagination's laughing —_— ö 

A oy pre: of a 5er 985 | 


off Tof 


on 0 Swwelhy, Swelly,” wah the FIR King; 
„What! what a dirty, filthy, naſty ching! 

* Fhat thus you come to eaſe my angry mind, 

Indeed is very, very, very, very kind. 


, 
- . 
. 


& What's 


| Tn 
« What's your opinion, he?” the Monarch rav d 
« Yes, yes, the cooks ſliall ey'ry one be ſhav'd— 
« What! what! be! he! now "Nell me, en 


6 pray — 
« Shan't I be right bande what! 'Swelly, 
66 has ? | , CEL us | 


« Yes, yes; I'm ſure on't, by the Louſe's looks, 
That he belong'd to ſome-one of the cook 

« Speak, Swelly ; ſhan't we ſhave each filthy jowl ?— 
« Yes, yes, and that we will, upon my-ſoul.” 


- \ 


To whom the Dann, with. elevated chin, Bs” 
Wide ſtaring eyes, and broad contemptuous grin: 
“ Yes, ſure as dat my ſoul is to be ſav'd, 

* So ſure de dirty. raſcals ſal be ſhayd— 

„ Slav'd to de quick be ev'ry moder's ſon 

* And curſe me if I do not ſee it done: 

« De barbars ſoon der naſty locks ſall fall on, 

Nor leave one ſtanding for a Louſe to crawl oe 

* If on der ſkulls, de razor do not: ſhine, 

May gowns and petticoats no more be mine 

* Curls, clubs, and pigtails, all fall go to pot 

For ſuſn curs'd naſtineſs, or I'll be 25 

* Or elfe to Strelitz let me quickly ly 

Pat 9 Weh . to de _ 
OD 


W er 


F 


Fm 1 
6 Where {rom his own mock trone de Vhines fo 
| < gteat, « 
Can jomp into anoder Prince eſtate— 


Ves, by de Got dat made dis eart and me, 
No fingle louſy raſcal fal go free.“ 


Reader, thou raiſeſt both thy marv'ling eyes, 
In all the ſtating wildneſs of ſurpriſe; 
As if the poet did not truth revere, 

And faneieſt genfletvomen could not ſwear: 
Go, fool, and ſeek the ladies of the mud, 
Queens of the lakes, or damſels of the flood: 


Nymphs, Nereids, or what vulgar tongues call drabs, 


Who vend at Billingſgate their ſprats and crabs; 
Tell them their fiſh all ſtink, and thou wilt hear 
Whether that gentlewomen ever ſwear : 
Nay, viſit many of our courtly dames, 
When wrath their dove-like gentleneſs inflames ; 
Lo! thou ſhalt find, by many a naughty word, 
They uſe ſmall ceremony with the Lord, 
In ſpite of all that godly books contain, 
That teach them not to take his name in vain. 
Thanks, Swelly, thanks, thanks, thanks,” the 
Kine replied, 
„Like me, you have not got a grain of pride 
Les, yes, if Jam Maſter of this houſe; | 
« er yes, the locks ſhall fall, and then the Louſe. 


He 


L ag 4 
He ſpoke and to confirm the dreadful doom, 
His head he ſhook, that ſhook the dining room. 
Thus Jovx of ald, the dread, the THUND'r1NG Gon, 
Shook, when he ſmqre, Oz,yxp08 with his nods 


id 


« Yes, (eryd the Kine)—Yes, yes, they curls. 

„ ſhall quake; | 

6 But tell me, where, where, where 8 Wen 
„ DRAK E?“ | | 


O, Reader, think not 'twas that Daaxe, Sir 
Francis, 

85 Whoſe wondrous actions ſeem almoſt romances ; z 
Who ſhone in ſenſe profound, and bloodieſt wars, 
And rais'd the Nation's glory to the ſtars: 

Who firſt in triumph ſail'd around the world, 
And vengeance on the foes of Britain hurl'd : 

But Hz who ſculks around the Royal kitchen, 
Which, if he catch a neighbour's dog or bitch in, 
Lets fly, to ſtrike the four-legg'd * dead, g 
A poker, or a cleaver, at his head, 

Not that Sir Francis DxAk E who, 5 -like, bore 
Fair Freedom, Science to th' Atlantic ſhore : 

To Pagans gave the Goſpel's ſaving grace, 

And planted Virtue midſt a barb'rous race; 
Spread on the darken d realms the blaze of light— 
But he who ſees the ſpoons and plates ; are bright ; 

Sees 
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Sees that the knfves before the King and Queen, 


- Are, like the pair of Royal ſtomachs, keen: 


Not he, whoſe martial frown whole kingdoms ſhook, 
But he whoſe low'ring viſage ſhakes a cook : - 
Not he who pour'd on Mexico his tars, ] 
But he, at London, who with linen wars: © 
Napkins and damaſk table-cloths aſſails 

With ſciſſars, razors, knives, and teeth and nails; 
Who dares with Doylies deſp'rate war to 5 
Such is his province and domeſtic rage 
If, like his predeceſſors, he hath grace, 

And calls his conqueſts, perquiſites of * | 
'Twas not that Drake who bid his daring crew 
Run with their bay onets the Spaniards n! 
But that important DRrakE, in office big, 
Inſtructing cooks to ſpit a gooſe or pig: 

Not he. who took the Spaniards by the noſe, 
And priſons fill'd with Britain's graceleſs foes ; 
But be who bids; the geeſe, his pris'ners r 


And ſtuffs their legs and gizzards i in a pie; 


He who, three times a week, a green-cloth Lord, 
Sits, Wiſdom-fraught, at that important board 
With wiſe compeers, in Judge-like order, ſtudying, 
Whether the'Kivo ſhall have a tart or pudding. 
»Twas this Sir FRancis, quite a difffrent man 
From him who round the world with glory ran: 


Forbid it, Heav'n] that e'er the Musz untrue 


Should give to any man, ancther's due. | 
Musx, 


E 1 4 


brewing, N IeyvoAl i ag fit i A 
To, take a peep at what the cooks were doing. = 4 


; + 5 4 © 22:38: 1 W801" N #3 tom -* 


Whoſe window ſtares upon the ſaunt'ring pax; 
Where many a hungry bard, and gambling ſinner; 


In that ſnug room where any man of ſpunk 925 
Would find it a.: hard matter to get + +" x 4 41 
Where coy Tokay, nel er feels a cook's embraces, 

Nor, Port nor Claret, ſhow their roſy, faces; 
But where;old, Adam's beverage flows with. pride, 


From widg-mouth'd pitchers, in a plenteous tide | 


Where veal, e mutton, ak and nl 120 
fiſh, - 47 it's 
All club their j — 0 to Pa one 8 diſh: S 
Where ſtew- pan covers ſerve. for plates, I ee 1 
And. Knives and forks and ſpoons are never = 
Where pepper iſues from a paper bag. 
And, for a crewet ſtands, a brandy cg: 
Where Madam SWBLLXNBEAOG e. Ty 
Like ſame, old "bby in her 3 Wh 1 156375 


De 23453544 Þ Tic 1d Wr 


1 e - „ * _ 


g *, The, Lander, „ lion gi bat a 5 $1 lift 


is nevertheleſs true. 
12 75 7 
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8E; 


Mugge, Kaye, ve no the Monarch, vengeance | 


In that * ſnug room, the bung of ſhrewd, re- 
mark, Nan 1:7 gs i A IN 5 1 if / 


In chop-fall'n ſadneſs, count the trees for dinner: 


Wi will be wemed digs by" wy, n 


""Demu 17 


— — , , , — — 
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Demurely ſquiritifig- with majeſtic mien, 
Io catch ſome fault to carry to the QUEEN: 


In that ſaug room, like thoſe immortal Greeks, 
Of whom, in book the thirteenth, Ovip ſpeaks— 
Around the table, all with ſulky looks, 

Like culprits doom'd to Tyburn, ſat the Cooks: 

At length with phiz that ſhow'd the man of woes, 
Ihe ſorrowing King of ſpits and ſtewpans roſe; 

Like Paul. at Athens, very juſtly ſainted, 

And by the charming bruſh of Raphael painted, 

With outſtretch'd hands, and energetic grace, 

He fearleſs thus harangues the ROASTING RACE 

Whilſt gaping round, in mute attention fit 

The poor forlorn diſciples of the ſpit. 

Cooks, ſcullions, hear me ev'ry mother's ſon— 

«© Know that I reliſh not this Royal fun : 

« GROHE thinks us ſcarcely fit ({tis-very clear) 
_« T9 carry guts, my brethren, to a bear.” 
Guts to a bear!” the-cook upſpringing, cry'd— 
« Guts to a bear,” the Major loud replied, 

„ Guts to the devil,“ roar'd the cooks : again, 
And tofs'd their noſes high in proud diſdain : 
"he plain tranflation of whoſe pointed noſes 

1e reader needeth not, the bard ſuppoſes : A 
But if the reaſon ſome dull reader looks, 
'T ig this—whatever- Kings may think of cooks, 


a g Howe'er 


_ 
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* er crown'd, heads may Aer. them-low-born. 
things; 

Croks are poſſeſß d af ſouls 3 as Kings, 

Yet are there ſome who think (but What a ſhame.) 
Poor people's ſouls like pence of Birmingham, 
Adulterated braſs baſe ſtuff - abhorrd—- 
That never can paſs current with the Long; 
And think, becauſe of wealth they boaſt a ſtore, 
With ev'ry freedom they may treat the poor: 
Witneſs the ſtory that my Muſe, with tears, 

| Relates, O Reader, fo thy ſhrinking, ears. 
With feeble voice and deep deſponding fighs, 
With fallow. cheek and pity-aſking eyes, 
A wretch by age and poverty decay'd, 

For farthings lately to a NABOR pray d: 
The Nasos, turkey-like; began to ſwell, 
And damn'd the beggar. to the pit of hell. 
* Oh! Sir,” the Supplicant was heard to cry, 
(The tear of mis'ry trickling from his eye) 

* 'Tho' Pm in rags, and wondrous, wondrous poor, 

„And you with gold and ſilver cover'd o'er, 

© There won't, in heav'n ſuch difference take 
4c place, 

„When we beſore the Log come face to face, 

* You face to face with me?“ the Nabob cry'd, 

In all the inſolence of upſtart pride: 


« Tu © 


ras: 1 


8 Her bse oled Gch me, you dog, appear? 
„% Damme I'H kick vou, if I catch you there. 
Oh, ſhocking blaſphemy ch, horrid ſpeech! 
Where was the fellow born? the wicked wretch! 
So black an imp would pull, I do ſuppoſe, 

A bulſe- of di'monds from a Bzoun's noſe; 
Or make, hke'Devran, eareleſs of his en 5 
A new 5 e old 5 rie 


St 494150 ; * 
8 What's life, the aer aid, be my wa 
pray, 


< If force mult ſnatch our firſt delights my 
<< Relentleſe ſhall the Royal mandate drag 
The hairs that long have grac'd this ſilken bag? 

s Hairs to à barber ſcarcely worth a fig, 
Too few to make a foretop for a wig / 
„ Muſt razors vile theſe locks ſo ſcanty: ſhave, 
Locks that I-wiſh to carry to my grave; 
„ Hairs, look, my lads, ſo wonderfully. thin— 
4 Pug ey 12g hath more upon her chin?“ 
Fes, that ſhe hath, e ee Cook) by 

GA, Te DI RW 1 sf Hoca 101 

« A damn'd old German good-for-nothing toad, 
Tes, yes; her Fun with — PE _ 
„ tles 1. Dy iat vod 

\ 66 Curſe” me, ra. 3 kiſs a bunch f thiſtles, 
« Oh! were it but His Majeſty's commands 
To give her gentle jawbones to theſe hands, 


cc I'd | 


— 
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c Pd-ſhave her, like a puniſh'd ſoldier, dry— - 
„ No killing ſow ſhould make a ſweeter cry— 
« I'd pay my compliments to madam's chin— 
Fl anſwer for't I'd make the devil grin— 

& The razor moſt deliciouſly ſhould work 

« Pd trim her muzzle—yes, I'd ſcrape her pork— 
* I'd teach her to ſome purpole' to behave, 
And ſhow" the witch the nature af a ſhave— 
„O! woman, woman! whether lean or fat, 
In face an angel, but in ſoul a cat.“ 

He . * mouth upon the ſtretch, 
G with a loud 3 the claſſic wo 
Too n 8 n is 'd the . 
And Joxe reſign'd his grin- provoking pow'r ; 

Rad dimm'd of mirth the ſudden ſunny: ſky, 
And fill'd with gloomy oaths. each ſcowing eye: 


Whilſt Grtze returning took her turn to reign, 


Sunk every heart, and ſadden'd ev'ry mien: 
Drew from their giddy heights the laughing graces— 
Far . is N * to bring down faces. 


cc Son of the: fait - the Major, 8 . 
6 I like thy ſpirit, and revere thy pride: 
I'd rather hear thee than a Biſhop preach, 
„For thou haſt made a wy pretty ſpeech. 


“ Such 
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e Such is the language that the gods ſhauld hear, 
<. And: ſuch ſhould thunder on the Royal: ear. 
* Yet, ſon. . hat thou . 264 
_- 46: notions, 


Wee muſt not be eee 


. Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halt; | 

<« Soft-fires, the proverb tells us, make good malt. 

And yet again I bid: you ſtand like rocks, 

And battle for the honour of youn locks. 

Lo! in theſe aged hairs is all: my joy 

Jo ſhave them, is my Being to deſtroy. 

% What's: life, if life has not a bliſs- to: give. 

And if unhappy, who. would: wiſh to live? 

«© Cox TEN TH can viſit the poor ſpider'd room, | 

* Hank nll the coarſs ruſh; GL 66AM 

116: broom; 3 

6, Where parents, children, br on omen bread, 

With cheeks. as round as apples, and as: red; 

„ Whore health with« A nerves: their backs 
F and hams, | 


Sweet fouls, tho” eggs 4 young: lots rams; 


< Where: calmly ſleep. nnn with their: dar- 
lings, 

e Tho' nibbled by the fleas as Abs thlcge ; 

* Lull'd to their reſt, beneath. the coarſeſt rugs, 

% Dead to the bitings of a thouſand: bugs. 


I un 
. P. ffs 2 PAL. Py 
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$4ConTENT; wild brane Sha in rns 
things, cal I | 

% And envies not the date of Queens or Kings: 

Can dine on ſheep's head, or a diſh of broth, 

Without a table, or a table cloth; 

„Nor wiſhes with the faſhionable: groupe, 

To viſit HoxTon's ſhop for turtle ſoupe: 

“ Can uſe a bit of packthread for a jack, 

« And fit upon a chair without a back: 


<< Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 
«© And uſe a wooden ſhewer for a fork. 


«© Sweet maid! who thinks not ſhoes of leather 


„ ſhocking, 

Nor feels the horrors in a worſted ſtocking : 
„Her temper mild, no buckaback can ſhock, 
© Tho' for her lovely limbs it forms a ſmock: 
« Pleas d with the nat'ral curls her face that ſliade, 
* No graves are robb'd for hair to make a braid : 
Her breaſt of native plumpneſs neꝰ er aſpites 
To ſwelling merry thoughts of gauze and wires, 
Io lock like crops of ducks, (with labour born) 

<« Streteh'd by a ſuperfluity of corn. 1 


With Nature's hips, ſhe ſighs not for cork rumps, 


* And ſcorns the pride of pinching ſtays or jumps; 
«Bat pleas'd from whalebone priſons to. eſcape, 
« 'She truſts to fimple nature for a ſhape ;-/ | 

« Without a warming-pan can go to bed— 

* And wrap her petticoat about her head; 


„ Nor 
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&« Nor figh for cobweb caps of Mecklin lace, 

„ That ſhade of quality the 'varniſh'd face: 

Sweet nymph; like doves, ſhe ſecks her ſtraw. 

. built neſt, 

« And in a pair of miniites is a: 

« Whilſt all the faſhionable female clans, - 

< Undreſling, ſeem unloading caravans. | 2 

No matter from what ſource [Yoltentment 
9 ſprings . 

* An jult the ſame in Cooks as dib in kings; 

« And if our ſouls are ſet upon our hair, 

« Let ſnip-ſnap barbers, nay, let Kings, beware, 
„Nor tempt the dangerous Tage of true John 
«© Bulls, ; 

« And clap, like fools, the os tool to our ſkulls. 
* Tread on a worm, he ſhows his rage and. pain, 99 
« By turning on the wounding toe again : | 

OT Nay, ev'n inanimates appear. to feel—— 
„On the looſe fone, if chance direct your heel, 
& Lo! from its womb the ſudden ſtream aſcends, 
4 To prove the foot was not among its friends; 
And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 
O'er the fair n ſpouts the ſable flood.“ 


80 ſpoke he Major, with 3 "EY 
Spoke like a man—indeed like man inſpir d“ 
Some critic cries, with ſharp faſtidious look, 
Bard, bard, this is not language for a cok.“ 


O ſnarter! 
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« O ſnarler}. but III lay thee any wager, 
It is not tog; ſublime for a _— ach 
7811 1511 253} gil, f ds 
« Behold! to an our fad. | audition,” 
The Major cry'd, © ve cook'd up a Petition: 
« This carries weight with it, or I'm miſtaken : 


« Shall ſhake. the Monarch's | ſoul, and fave « our 
T—'- THAW? 

Then jumping on a barrel, thus aloud 

He read ſonorous to the gaping croud. 


j 
— 


Thus reads a pariſh clerk in church a brief, 
That begs for burnt-out wretches kind relief— 
Relief, alas! that very rarely reaches 

The poor petitioners, the rpin'd wretches: 

But (loſt its way) unfortunately ſteers _ | 
To fat churchwardens and fat overſeers; |; 
Improves each diſh, augments the punch and ale, 
And adds new ſpirit to the ſmutty tale. 


. i 1 4 
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PETITION or rn: COOKS. 


V OUR 1 8 firm friends and faithful 
cooks, 
| Who in your Palace merry livd as grips, 


Have heard, with heavy hearts and down - caſt 
Iocoks, 


That we muſt all be thavd, and put on \ wigs: 
Tou, Sixk, who with ach Honour wear your Crown, 
Should never bring on ours Uigraces down. 


Dread'Sir! we e really deem our heads our own, 


With ev'ty ſprig of hair that on them ſprings— 
In France, Where men, like ſpaniels, lick the 
Throne, 
And count it glory to be cf d by Kings, 


Their locks belong unto the Grand Monarque, 


Who ſwallows privileges like a ſhark. 


Be pleas'd to pardon what we now advance 
We dare your ſacred Majeſty aſſure, 
That there's a difference *twixt vs and France; 
And long, we hope, that diff*rence will endure. 
| We 


1 241 35 


we koen Kixe Lax Is wou'd, with auf | * 
een . 
Not was cut e heir. off, hue He 5 
Oh! 3 ing 11 10 — d 20 
What dire deſigning raggamuſſins aid. 
That we your Cooks are ſuch a naſty crew, 
Great Sir! as to have crawlers in our head? 
My . Liege, you can't find one trough, all our 
bouſe - l g 
Not e Sire a ek r. 


What creature tas you: found. upon. en 8 | 
We know not if a louſe, it was not ours 

To ſhave each Cook's poor unoffending pate, 
Betrays too much of arbitrary pow're— 

The ad humanity and juſtice ſnocks— 

Let him who, ee crawler loſe his b. 


But grant upon b louſe ſo . 
How can you ſay, Sir, it belongs to us? 
Maggots are found in man a princely. head; 
And if a maggot, why then not a louſe? 
Nay, grant the faith, horror ſhould you.ſhrink? 


1 r - * P 
— * I : * : — : | 3 * 
- 
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3 
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M wh :tIM. 
Hunger, my:Liege, hath oft] been \ felt by Kings, 


As well as people of inferior flate= 
Quarrelg. with, Sols are therefore dangerous things, 
We cannot anſwer. for your ſtomach's ms; 


For by your; iz&we fraykly n muſt declare. 
You feed on eee 2 than aire. 
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15 Liege, a Univerſe hath — your f foes: | 
The times have look'd moſt miſerably black— 
America bath. 1 d to pull your noſe— - 
French, Dutch, eee to bang your 
backs; 1090 NI 22 no. 1qut OJ -Vib. 
— 2Twould+be @ ſenious ane, We. can tell ye, 
Were noe: to! bugeaneer it qn, your. belly.” | 
rt 90 ziordoratbagiiong Ao en LET - 
You fee the ſpirit of your Cooks then; Sire— 
A Determin'd:nobly f ſuppart their locks :_ . 
- © AnEifhoold- your- guards be order d out to "I 
— 21/Fheib:gunkimay be. oppos 4. by ſpits, and crocks: 
Knives, forkl, and {fpoorts;, Bay of nA plates a 
toren, ve ad SStos) 0 fiat / 
ae eee a he. buchen roar. 


"Nat Ell REO of the Woll > i: 
He 1 361 in tie Mindar'of your i injur'evoks— 
ron [cu ullion,” turnbroche, for redreſs' prepares, 
puts Aa vary formidable look: 


J Your 


Yout 


"Next Sweeper-genieral melo, M TOO 1230 


Ann Spencer, guardiai' of the Neceſſity—'" 


©' Who find your Sacred Majeſty in'linen== 


So Comber ſays, who gives you milk and cream— 
And thus your old friend, Mr. Lewis Remus, 
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Young women to0—imprimis Mrs. yore 


Whole e eggs are good « as $ ever felt'a fire: 


"I dee 4 2 


With that fam d bell-rin er calt'd Mrs. 3 


That is to fa „the neceſſary Woman — 
All theſe, an't peat you, Sir, ſo fierce determine 
To Jef! us in the cauſe of hair” und vermine. 

EVI, ior 11051 * * are)! 7a! << Str:1t aft 


There's Miſtreſs Stewart—Mr. Richard Day, 


Are ready to ſupport us in our fray— 

You can't conteive the paſſion they have been in 
They ſwear ſo much your ſcheme bf ſhaving hurts, 
You ſhan't have e e or ſhirts, 


9 18 1 A # OY { $1457 


The lth Tayler, cutſe the ſcheme, 1 
And ſay whate er we do, the world wont blame us; 1 


We think your ſacred Majeſty would: mutter 
At loſs of ſugar, milk, and eream, and butter. 


Suppoſe, an't pleaſe you,, Sit, that Miſtreſs Knutton 
And Miltrels Maiſeield, fierce.as tyger, cats; 
One, Overſeer, of all the. beef and mutton, 
The other Lady Preſident | of rate, 
a R 2 N * Suppoſe 


5 
1 
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Suppoſe & in oppoſition to your with, | 
This locks avay the fleſh, and that the an ? 


5 Soppoſe ln Clarke ref 4 ſupplies of muſtard, 

So necellary | to your beef z and bacon | 125 
Nil Roberts- all the apple p pie and cuſtard, 

Vour Majeſty would growl, or we re 8 
Suppoſe that Wells, a ſtubborn temper. " ſtudying, 


Should take the plums « olf from the Sunday pudding ? 


Suppnſe that Raingirth with” our corps i 
We mean the man who all the tallow handles 
_ Suppoſe he daring ; locks u up all che 'lights— 
How could your  Majctty © contrive for candles ? ? 
You'd be (excuſe the freedom of remark) ) 


aa 4 ILL 


Like '/ome Adminiltration—in the dark. 


Aa 


wre dure aur 70 mat our grief is great 
And oft indeed our feelings it emtages, 
To fee 0 ſacred Majeſty bet 
By fach 2 gractleſs gang of idle pages— 
r with fabtmifflon to your judgment, Sire, 
Vethihk od Matiam SwEILENBTAO A Far. 


WE GET 818, chat by your cruel fat, 
The barbers idukd attack our humble head, 
And that'we Thould not chuſe to breed a riot, 
Becauſe we might 1 not * to loſe our bread; 
Say, 


5 


Say, would che triumph O'er each harmleſs Cook 
Make GzoRoz ThE THIN) like ALEXANDER look * 


Dread Sir, reflect on Jounny WiLxes's fate, 
Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble— 

WiLKEs bade defiance to your frowns and ſtate, 
And got the better in that famous ſquabble : 

Poor was the victory you wiſk'd to win, 

That ſat the mouth of Evroes on the grin, 


O Kine, our wives are in the kitehen roaring, 

All ready in rebellion, ready now to riſe - 

They mock our humble method of imploring, 
And bid us guard againſt a wig - ſurpriſe: | 
Durs is the hair (they cry) th? Almighty gave ye, 
And not a King in Chriſtendom ſhould ſhave ye,” 


Lo! on th' event the world 'impatient looks, 
And thinks the joke is carried much too * 

Then pray, Sir; liſten to your faithful Cooks, 
Nor in the Palace breed a' civil war: 

Loud roars our band, and obſtinate as pigs, 

Cry, * Locks and liberty, and damn the wigs.” 


* 
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JAMES BOSWELL, Es. 
ON HIS 
JOURNAL OF A TOUR TO THE HEBRIDES, 


. WITH THE CELEBRATED 


Dz. JOHN Ss O N. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE 


TO 


JAMES BOSWELL, Es 9. 


O BOSWELL, Boaay, Bruce, whate' er thy | | 
na me, 6 ES, 14 

Thou mighty ſhark for anecdote and fame: | | 

Thou, jackall, leading lyon Johnſon forth 

To cat.M*Pherſon 4 midſt bis native North; | 

To frighten, grave profeſſors with his roar, | 

And ſhake the Hebrides from ſhore to ſhore— _ 


* Vide Note, page 16. 
+ The tranſlator (but in Dr. Johnſon's opinion the author) 
of the Poems attributed to Ossiaxũ 
es | All 
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All hail At length, ambitious Thane, thy rage 
To give one ſpark to Fame's |beſpangled pa ul Fa | 
Is amply. gratified—z thouſand eyes _ 3 
Survey thy book with rapture and ſurprize! | 
Loud, of thy Tour, a thouſand, tongues have ſpoken, Y 
And wonder'd that thy bones were never broken! 


ee. Br i 


Fiume Fi: | through Tins s. vaſt e 
{balt fail; WITS „Gon gart. 
Ihe pilot of our Gi — 71 i100 i f. 


Cloſe to the claſſic Rambler ſhalt thou cling, . . or 
Cloſe as a ſupple courtier to à king! | 
Fate ſhall not ſhake thee off with all its pow'r, | 
Stuck like a bat, to ſome old ivy'd tow'r. 
Nay, though- thy Johnſon. ne'er had bleſy'd thy 
en) 

Paoli's deeds had- d thee to his ſkies! 
Yes! his board wing had rais'd thee, (no- bad ack) 
A Ts ors eagles: back trl'/s 


11 


It „ Ano c“. 


Tuob, curious Sarbage ſhalt live in "_ 
When Death Bath ſtill'd the thttle'6f thy tongue; 
Ev'n future babes to lifp thy name ſhall” learn, 
And Bozzy join with Wood and Tommy Hearn, 
Who drove the ſpiders from much proſe and rhime, 
And ſnatch'd old Rory from the j Longs of Finns. 
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S\vert is y page H been; hät doth reite 


How 850 and Johnſon, arm and arm, one night, 


March'd through fair Edinburgh's s Pattolian ſhow” hd 


While Cloacina bountifully pours ; 

Thoſe, [gracious ſhow” rs that . with eee 
flow., 

And gild, like gingerbread, the world below. 

How ſweetly grumbled too was Sam's remark, 

I ſmell you, Maſter Bozzy, in the dark.” 

Alas! hiſtorians are confounded dull, 

A dim Bœotia reigns in ev'ry {kull ; 

Mere beaſts of burthen, broken-winded, flow, 

Heavy as dromedaries, on they go; 520 

Whilſt Tuov, a Will-o-wiſp, art here, art there, 

Wild darting coruſcations ev'ry where. 


War taſteleſs mouth can gape, 1 0 can 
cloſe, 13507 & 
What head can woken o'er * 38 TY ? 
To other's works, the works of thy inditing 
Are downright di'monds to the eyes of whiting. 
Think not I flatter. thee, my flippant friend: 3 
For well I know that flatt'ry would offend : 


ECTS 


Yet honeſt, praiſe, I'm ſure, thou would'ſt not ſhun, 


Born with a. 8TOMACH to digeſt I 
Who can refuſe a ſmile that reads thy pꝰ ge, 5 
Where ſurly Sam, enflam'd with Tory rage, 


* Vide page 13, 


Naſſ u 
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Naſſen beſcoundrels, and with anger big, 
Sweats, — are ten, e e 
E 
Who wil not too, thy pen's minutigy bless, 
That gives poſterity tbe Rambler's ® dreſs? | 
Mliethinks I view his full, plain ſuit of brown, 
Ide large grey buſhy wig that grac'd his crown, 
Black worſted ſtockings, little filver buckles, 
And ſhirt. that had; no ruſſſes for his knuckles. | 
I mark the brown great- eoat of cloth he wore, 
That two huge Patagonian pockets bore, - 
Which Patagonians (wond'rous to unfold!) 
Would fairly both his Dictionaries hold, 
1 ſee the Rambler f on a large bay mare, 
Juſt like a Centaur ev'ry danger dare, 
On a full gallop daſſi the yielding wind, 
The colt and __y A 1 


Or Lady Lochbuy wich what ne read, ; 
Who oſfer'd Sam for breakfalt; cold ſheep's head; 
Who preſs'd and worried! by this dame fo civil, 
Wiſh'd the" ſheep's head and 'weman's at the devil. 

I sxx you falling both in Buchan's & pot— - 
Now ſtorming an old woman || and her cot, 


— 


21-4224 4 2 | 38 
Vide p. 9. 4. P. 36. + P. 429. 
$ P. 104. . 143. 


Who 


t 31 


Who ene Wen. tremendous mw: 
I ſee al arid at IIe 8 1h | 


On Sam's remarks *-on'whey, and tanning leather; 


At Cortichatachin's f , the Lord knows how, 

I ſeeithiee, Bezzy, drunk as David's ſow, - | - 

And begging, with rais'd eyes and lengthen'd chin, 

Heav'n not to damn thee for the deadly ſin. 

1 ſee too; the” ſtern moraliſt regale, 
And: pen a Latin ode to Mrs. Thrale. 1. 

I ſee, without a night-eap on his bead, 

Rare fight! bald Satn in the Pretender's I bed. 

I hear (what's wonderful ! unſought W deere, 

His elaſſie diſſertation upon pudding. ** | 

Of Provosr Joe, #+ I mark the te face, 


Who gave the Ranaurr's freedom with a grace. 


I ſee too, travling- from the ISLE os Ee, 11 
The humble ſervant $5 of a horſe's leg; 


And -SwieP, the taylor, from the ISLE of Muck, ||! 


Who ſſtitehed in Sky with tolerable luck. TT 
I ſeen the horn that drunkards muſt adore; + / 7 
The horn, the mighty horn of Rorie More; T 


* P. 29 


P. 31%. Fo 
t P. 117. $5 A Blackſmith, 
P. 216. * AN P. 275. 


JP. 254 
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And bloody ſhields that guarded hearts in quarrels, 
Now guard from rats the milk and butter barrels. 


Methinks, the Caledonian dame I ſee en! oct 


Familiar ſitting on the RAMBLER'S knee, Nia 
Charming, with kiſſes ſweet, the chuckling 10 


Melting with ſweeteſt ſmiles the froſt of age; 
Like Sor, who darts at times a chearful ray 
O'er the Wan viſage of a winter s, day. In . 


“Po it again, my dear, (L hear Sam — 5 
* See who, firſt tires, my charmer, you. or I.. 


- 1 ſee thee ſtuffing, with a hand uncut, 


An old dry'd whiting in thy Johnſon's mouth, 
Thy Johnſon ſpit the whiting out again. 


Rare anecdotes! tis anecdotes like, theſe, 


That bring thee. glory, and the million pleaſe} 
On theſe, ſhall. future times delighted ;ſtare,..; 
Thou charming kaberdaſher, of ſmall ware !.. - 


STewaRT and:/RoBERTSON, from thee, ſhall learn, 


The ſimple charms of HisT'sy to diſcern: 
To thee, fair Hisr'av's palm, ſhall; Livy, yield, 
And Tac vs, to Bozz, leave the field!“ 
Tos Mi eR's ſelf, whoſe page ſuch fun proyokes, 


Shall quit his ſhroud, to grin at Bozzy's jokes! 


How are we all with rapture, tough'd, ,to.ſeg 


IT here, when, and at what hour, you ſwallow'd ta! 


# - 


How, once, to grace this Aſiatic treat, 


8 Came haddocks, which the R. MBLER. could not cat. 


Pleas'd, 


[ 
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Pics d, on ty Book thy sac eyc-bll 


Jvc roll, its Aa 


Who loves a” goſfip's tory Haha! ſoul! 
Bleſt with" the mem'ry of tlie Perſtan _ | 
Ut, ery "body knows; and &'ry thing: 
Who's dead, who's married, what poor grtegnil' 
Hath % = püramour; and found à child; 
Which gard'ner hath moſt cabbages aud peas, 
And which old woman hath moſt hives of bees; 
Which farmer boaſts the moſt prolific ſows, 
Cocks, hens; ele Vurkies," oy ſheep, bulls, 
e c;; TOTO. 

Which barber, belt che tadids locks em cu; 
Which houfe in Windſor, ſells the fineſt purl; 
Which CHIMNEY-SWEEP, b<ſt beats, in gold array, 
His bruſh, and ſhovel, on the firſt of „ 
Whoſe dancing dogs, in rigadoons excel; 

Aud whoſe the puppet- new, that bears the bell; 


clever , * n Tay man: trap 


amnkes; 
T0 ſave frbmt · tkietes, the royal ducks and drakes; 
The Guinea hens and peacocks with their eggs; 
And catch his loving ſubjects by the legs. 

O! fince the Paix eg or Gosstrs, reads thy book, 
To what high honours Fg * loox? 


- 1 v0 I * Hi OY 


Kerxes, | 
__. + Ms My hack Planted 3 a nuinber of thoſe truly guar- 
dane around his park at EYE tor the Benefit of the public, 
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„„ 
The ſunſhine. of his ſmile, OR ſoon be thine— 
= Perebance, in converſe thou may'ſt hear; him ſhine ; 
| Perchanre, to ſtamp thy. merit through the nation, 
| He begs of Johnſon's life, thy Dedication :. 
Aſks queſtions *. of thee, O thou lucky elf, 
_And-. zindly, anſwets ev'ry: one, Hhimſelf. 
Bleſt with the claſſic learning + of a — 
= Our K-rg is not a mijer in his knowledge: 


Nought in the ſtorehouſe of his brain turns muſty: 
No razor-wit, for want of uſe, grows. ruſty. 


Whate'er his head ſuggeſts, whate' er he. knows, 
Free as election beer from tubs, ĩt flows! 


Vet, ah! ſuperior far —it boaſts the merit 
Of never faddling, people, with the Spirit! 


]j̃uſt after Dr. Jolinſon: had been honoured with an interview 
with a certain great perſonage, in the Queen's, library at Buck- 
. ingham Houſe, he was interrogated by a friend concerning his 
reception, and his opinion of the r- y- intelle&.—His M—y 
| ſeems to be poſſeſſed of much good nature, and much 'curiofity = 
(replied the Doctor); as for his s it is far from-contemptible. 
His My indeed was- multfarious in his .queflions ; but, 
thank God, he W himſelf. 11 0 | 


+ This is a very extraordinary cireumſtance, as the late P——4 
—— retaintd three parts of the money ordered for the edu- 


cation of her children. The ofe# of this abſurd conduct was 7 
ſo conſpicuous in her daughter M——4, that the letters received ; 
from her during her reſidence at Denmark, were abſolutely 
_ unintelligible. = | : 


Say 
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Say Bozzy, when, to bleſs our anxious ſight, 
Then ſhall thy volume“ burſt the gates of light? 
O, cloath'd in'calf, ambitious brat, be born 
Our kitchens, parlours, libraries, adorn ! 
My fancy's keen anticipating eye, 
A thouſand charming anecdotes can ſpy: 
I read, I read of G—yge the learn'd e diſplay 
On Lourn's and WarBuRToON's immortal fray; | 
Of G—ge, whoſe brain, if right the mark I hit, 
Forms one huge Cyclopædia of wit: 
That holds the, wiſdom of a thouſand ages, ö 
And frightens all his wonkuEx and his rAOES! 1 | 
| 


O Bozzy, ſtill thy tell-tale plan purſue : n 
The world is wond'rous fond of ſomething neto ; vn 
And, let but Scandals breath embalm the Page, 
It lives a welcome gue/t from age to age. 
Not only ſay who breathes an arrant knave, | 
But who bath ſneak d a raſcal to his grave: = | 
Make o'er his turf (in VIRruz's cauſe) a rout, | | | 
And, like a d-mn'd good Chriſtian, pull him out. | | 
Without a tear, on families, . harangue, | 
Say who ſhall loſe their ears, and who ſhall hang ; ; 


The life of Dr. Johnſon. 
+ His M —y's commentary on that quarrel, in which the 
Bis nor and the Docrox pelted one the other with dirt ſo 
gracefully, will be a zreaſure to the lovers of literature! Mr. B. 


hath as good as promiſed it to the 1 PUBLIC, and we — means 
to keep his word. | 


8. Publiſh 


| 

| 

. 

| 

| 

| x 
_þ# 
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Publiſh he demireps, and punks—nay more, 
Declare what virtuous wife v0 be a wh-re. 
Thy brilliant brain, conjecture, can ſupply, 
To charm through ev'ry leaf, the eager eye. 
The BLUE 8TOCKING * ſociety deſcribe, 


And give thy comment on each joke, and gibe: 
Tell what the women are, their wit, their quality, 


And dip them i in thy ſtreams of immortality ! 


Let Lord = Bee, 8 thy Perch to kick + 
And o'er thy ſhrinking ſhoulders ſhake his ſtick : 
Treat with contempt, the menace of this Lord, 
"Tis HisT'zy's province, Bozzy, to record. | 
Though WII k Es abuſe thy brain, that airy mill, 
And ſwear poor JoHNsoN murtber d by thy quill; 


What's that to thee? Why let the victim bleed 4 


Thy end is anſwer” a, if the, Nation read. 
The fiddling Knight, and tuneful Mrs. Thrale, 
Who frequent hobb'd ar nobb'd with Sam, in ale, 


3 dub moſtly eke of learned dies to . Mr. B. 
was admitted. | 
+ A letter of ſevere remonſtrance was ſent to Mr. B. who, in 


conſequence, omitted, in the ſecond edition of his Journal, what 


is ſo generally pleaſing to the eber viz. the n Lale 
relative to this noblenwan. Ti" 

+ Sir John Hawkins, who (as od as Mrs. Thrale, now N. 
ta Piozzi) threatens us with the life of the late lexicogra- 
pher. : 


Snatch 


4 
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gnatch up the pen (as thirſt of fame inſpires!) 

To write his Jokes and fories by their fires: 
Then why not Thou, each joke and tale enroll, 
Who like a watchful cat, before a hole, 

Full twenty years '(inflam'd with letter'd pride) 
Did'ſt mouſing fit before Sam's mouth ſo wide, 
To catch as many ſeraps as thou wert able 

A very LAz' Rus at the Aich Man's table? 

What, tho' againſt thee PoxrERS $ bounce the door, 
And bid thee hunt for ſecrets there no more, | 
With pen and ink ſo ready at thy coat, 
EXCISEMAN-LIKE, each. ſyllable to note, 

That giv'n to PRINTERS-DEVILS, (a precious load 9 
On wings of PRINT, comes flying all abroad? 
Watch then the venal VALETS——ſmack the MAIDS, 
And try with gold to make them rogues and jades - 
Yet ſhould their honeſty, thy bribes, reſent ; 

Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent : | 

Like old VoLTAIRE, who plac'd his greateſt glory 
In cooking up an entertaining ſtory ; 

Who laugh'd at TRUTH, whene'er her fample t tongue 
Would ſnatch amuſement from a tale or ſong. 


O! whillt amid the anecdotic mine, 
Thou labour'ſt hard to bid thy HERO ſhine, 


This is literally true Nobody is at home. Our great peo- 
ple want the taſte to reliſh Mr. Boſwell's vehicles to immortality. 
Though! in Loxpox, poor Boozy is in a deſert. | 
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Run to Bolt Court, || exert thy CuxL-like + ſoul, 


And fiſh for golden leaves from hole to hole ; 


Find when he eat and drank, and cough'd, and 
ſneez d 


Let all his motions in thy book be ſqueez'd: 
On tales, however ſtrange, impoſe thy claw ; ; 
Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ſtraw: 
| Sam's nods, and winks, and . will form 2 
treat ; 


For all that brearhes of Jounson muſt be great / 


hleſt be thy labours, moſt advent'rous Bozzy, 
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozzi; 

Heav'ns! with what laurels ſhall thy head be crown'd! 

A grove, a foreſt, ſhall thy ears, ſurround! 

Ves! whilſt the RaMBLER ſhall a ComeT blaze, 

And gild a world of darkneſs with his rays, 

TEE too, that woRLD, with wonderment, ſhall 

hail, We 
A lively, bouncing CRACKER at his 741. 


[| In Fleet-ſtreet, where the Doctor lived and died, 


+ CuxrL the bookſeller frequently bribed people to hunt the 
temples of Cloacina for Pope's and Swift's Letters. 
* h 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


As Mr. BosweLL's Journal-hath afforded ſuch 
univerſal pleaſure by the relation of minute inci- 
dents, and the great Moraliſt's opinion of men and 
things, during his northern tour ; it will be adding 
greatly to the anecdotical treaſury, as well as mak- 
ing Mr. B. happy, to communicate part of a Dia- 
logue that took place between Dr. Johnſon and the 
Author of this Congratulary Epiſtle, a few months 
before the Doctor paid the great debt of nature.— 
The Doctor was very chearful that day, had on a 
black coat and waiſtcoat, a black pluſh pair of 
breeches, and black worſted ſtockings; a handſome 
grey wig, 2 ſhirt, a muſlin neckcloth, a black pair 
of buttons in his ſhirt ſleeves, a pair of ſhoes, orna- 
mented with the very identical little buckles that 
accompanied the philoſopher to the Hebrides ; his 
nails were very neatly pared, and his beard freſh 
ſhaved by a razor fabricated by the ingenious Mr. 


Savigny. 


be 


P. P. Pray, Doctor, what is your opinion of 
Mr. Boſwell's literary powers?“ P 


Fohnſon. ; 


'T- 


4 
6 
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Johnſon, © Sir, my opinion is, that whenever 
Bozzy expires, he will create no vacuum in the re- 
gion of literature—he ſeems ſtrongly affected by the 
cacoethes ſcribendi; ; Wiſhes to be thou ght a rara avis, 
and in truth ſo. he is—your knowledge in ornitho- 
logy, Sir, will eaſily diſcover, to what ſpecies of 
bird I allude,” Here the DoQor ſhook his head 
and laughed. | 


P. P. What think you, Sir, of his account 
of Corſica ?—Of his character of Paoli?” 


Fohnſon. © Sir, he hath made a mountain of a 
wart. But Paoli has virtues. The account is a 


farrago of diſguſting egotiſm and pompous inanity.” 


P. P. 1 have heard it whiſpered, Doctor, 
that ſhould you die before him, Mr. B. means to 
write your life.” 


| Johnſon < Sir, he cannot mean me ſo irrepa- 
table an injury.—Which of us ſhall die firſt, is only 
known to the Great Diſpoſer of Events ; but were 
1 ſure that James Boſwell would write my life, 1 do 
not know whether I would not anticipate the mea- 
jure, by taking his.” (Here he made three or four 
ſtrides acroſs the room, and returned to his chair 
with violent emotion.) 


P. P. 
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P. P. I am afraid that he nieans to do yo, 
the favour.“ . 
Johnſon. © He dares not—he would make a 
ſcarecrow of me. I give him liberty to fire his. 
blunderbuſs in his own face, but not murther me. 
Sir, I heed not his are pa—BosweLL write my 
life! why the fellow poſſeſſes not abilities for writ- 
ing the life of an ephemeron.” 
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A PAI-R OF 


TOWN ECLOGUES. 


Viscit. 


Arcades ambo, 
Et cantare purer, et reſpondere, parati ! 


1 


THE 


AR G U . 


Ox the death of DocTor JonnsoN,. a number of 
people, ambitious of being diſtinguiſhed from the mute 
part of their ſpecies, ſet about relating and printing 
Stories and Bon Mats of this celebrated moraliſts.— 
Among/t the moſt zealous, though not the moſt enlight- 
ened, appeared Mr. BoswELL and MADAMRE Piozzi, 
the HERO and Heroine of our EcLocuts. They 
are ſuppoſed to have in contemplation the LITE of JOHN- 
soN; and to prove their biographical abilities, appeal 
to Six JohN Hawkins for his deciſion on their re- 
ſpeAive merits, by quotations from their printed anec- 
dotes of the Doc rok. Sir JohN hears them with 
uncommon patience, and determines very properly on 
the pretenſions of the contending parties, 


— 
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BOZZY and PI0Zz Zz, 
A PAIR OF 


TOWN ECLOGUES. 


P'4 1 1 


W HEN Jonrnson ſought (as Shakeſpeare ſays) 


that bourn, 


From whence, alas! no travellers return : 

In humbler Engliſh, when the DocTor died, 
AroLLo whimper'd and the Muss cried 
PaRNaAssus mop'd for days, in buſineſs ſlack, 
And like a Herſe, the hill was hung with black. 
Minzzxva fighing for her fav'rite ſon, 


Pronounc'd, with lengthen'd face the world undone - . 


Her owL too, hooted in ſo loud a ſtile, 
That people might have heard the BInp, à mile: 


Jovx 
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Jove wind his eyes ſo red, and told his wirz 

He ne er made JoHNSOx's equal, in his life; 

And that twould be a long time firſt, if ever, 

His art could form a fellow half fo clever : 

Venus, of all the little Loves, the dam, 

With all the Graces, ſobb'd for BROTHER San: 

Such were the heav'nly howlings for his death, 

As if Dams NaTurE had reſign'd her breath. 

Nor leſs ſonorous was the grief, I ween, 

Amidſt the natives of our earthly ſcene : ' 

From beggars, to the GREAT who hold the 

helm, 
One Johnſo- mania, rag'd through all the realm! 
« ho, (cried the world) can match his proſe or 
rhime? 

Ofer wits of modern days, he tow'rs ſublime ! 

An ok, wide ſpreading oer the ſhrubs below, 

That round his roots, with puny foliage, blow : 

A PYRAMID, amidſt ſome barren waſte, © - 

That irowns o'er huts the ſport of ey'ry blaſt : 

A mighty ATLAs, whoſe aſpiring head, 

O'er diſtant regions, caſts an awful ſhade. 

By KI Ns and vagabonds, his tales are told, 

And ev'ry ſentence glows a grain of gold 

Bie wao his philoſophic phiz can ate, 

Catch ev'n his weakneſſes—his NoDDLE's ſhake, - 

The lengthen'd lip of ſcorn, the forehead's ſcowl, 

The low'ring eye's contempt, and bear-like growl, 
| In 


Can] 

In vain, the crrT1cs vent their toothleſs rage! 
Mere /prats, that. venture, war with wHaLzs, to 

wage: 
Unmov'd he ſtands, and feels their force, no more, 
Than ſome huge rock amidſt the 9 l ry roar, 
That calmly bears the tumults of the DEEP, 
And howling TEMrEsrs, that as well, might /eep.” 
Strong, midſt the RamBLER's cronies, was the rage 
To fil-with Sam's bon mots, and tales, the page: 
Mere flies, that buzz'd around his ſetting ray, 
And bore a ſplendor, on their wings away : 
Thus round his o8B, the pigmy PLANETS run, 
And catch their little luſtre from the SUN. 


Ar length, ruſh'd forth two AN DIpATEs for 
fame | | | | 

A SCOTCHMAN, one; and one a London Dau: 
That, by th' emphatic JoansoN, chriſten'd Bozzv; 
Dis, by the Bishor's Licence, Dame PIoZz zi; 
W hoſe widow'd name, by topers lov'd, was THRALE, 
Bright in the annals of election ale: 
A name, by narriage, that gave up the gho/t / 
In poor Pepoccnio, * —no !—P10zz1, loſt! . 
Each ſeiz'd with ardor wild, the grey gooſe quill: 
Lach fat to work, the intellectual mill; 

* The author "was nearly committing a blunder—fortunate 


indeed was his recollection; as Pedocchio ſignifies in the Italian 
language, that moſt contemptible of all animals, a Lovse. 
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That peck. of bran ſo coarſe, began to pour, | 
To one ne ſmall folitary Hein of Hour. 


(TY: — 


Fonrn ruſh'd to light, their books— but who 

mould lay, WY F | 
Wuicn bore the palm of anecdote away? 2 
This, to decide, che RIVAL WITS agreed, 
Before Sin Jonx, their tales, and jokes to read, 
And let the KxIOGHT's opinion in the ſtrife, 
Declare the prop'reſt pen, to write SAM'S LIFE, | 
Six Joan, renown'd for muſical * palavers: 3 
The Prince, the King, the EMPEROR of 

ST” * 

Sharp in ſolfeggi, as the ſharpeſt needle : | 
Great in the noble art of tweedle-tweedle. 
Of Mus1c's College, form'd to be a FeiLow, 
Fit for Mus: D. or MAESTRO DE CarELLA; 
Whoſe VoLumEt, tho'-it here and there offends, 
Boaſts German merit—makes by bulk, amends. 
Superior, frowning o'er octavo wits 
High plac'd the venerable maro fity; 
And duodecimos, ignoble ſcum ! = = 
Poor- proſtitutes to ev'ry vulgar dumb! 
Whil'ſt undefil'd by literary rage, 
Hs bears a ſpotleſs leaf from age to age. 


: * Vid: his Hiſtory of Muſic, © © © -** 
| LIx f 
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LixE ſchocl- Boys, To! before a two-armd chair 
That held the KN IH, wiſe judging, ſtood the pain; 
Or like two ponies on the ſporting ground 
Prepar'd to gallop when the pu ſhould ſound, 
The covPLE rang*d—tor vict'ry, both as keen, 

As for a tott'ring biſhoprick, a DEAN, | 
Or patriot Bux, for giving glorious baſtings 

To that intolerable fellow HasTINGs. 

Thus with their ſongs, contended Virc1L's swalxs, 
And made the valleys vocal with their ſtrains, 
Before ſome grey beard swAIN, whoſe judgment ripe, 
Gave goats for prizes, to the prettigſt pipe. 


1 Alternately, in anecdotes, go on; 
But jfir/t, begin you Mapam,” cried Six Jonhx: 
The thankful Dame, low curtſied to the HAIR, 
And thus, for vict ry, panting, read, the Fair. 


MADAME PIOZZI” 


Sau JOHNSON was of MICHAEL Jonxsox, born; 
Whoſe ſhop of books, did LIT HIL D Town adorn: 
Wrong-headed, ſtubborn as a Halter d ram; 

In ſhort, the model of our HERO SAM: 
Inclin'd to madneſs too— for when his ſhop 
Fell down, for want of caſh to buy a prop; 


* Vid. Piozai's Aneedotes, page 3. 
/ 
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For fear the thieves might ſteal the vaniſh'd ſtore, 
He — went each 25 and bd'd the door / 


35 =s 3ſt" Yi» 
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WniLsr 1 was in Edinburgh, my WIFE, 
Jo pleaſe his palate,” ſtudied for her lite: pb 


With ev ry rarity ſhie fill'd her houſe, J qu. 


And n Docron, for his tiller, 2 . 
* TIY DO b 11, as 558 4 i 
[ Fed 1 


1A AME oz ZE. 


Dear Doctor ELM was in ſize an ox; 
And from his UNCLE ANDRE, learn'd to box ; 
A man, to wreſtlers, and to bruiſers, dear, £ 
Who Kept the ring in SittHHIEL B a whole year. 


WN 2921165 1/0 And i un an 6 


gi dens Zuiase 10 20th 6 be 


& 0 * 4 2 X. 4 Q 1114 181 


IE 


At 1 roſe à dialoge on wire hes, 
When CRosBIE (aid, hab Cid Hötlbe ſuch backs; : 
And that 'twas blaſpheniy td think fach nacb 
Could ſtir up ſtorms, and G their? room tic Nas 
Gallop along the air with wöndrous pa pace, 5 1 
And boldly y in GD Ard edv fo face: * ö 

7 * 101 28 110 D Noe #5 ert! 
n Bot RES page 38. 

+ Piozzy s Anecdotes, page 5. 

* e. 39. 


PISS. 


6 


[ 
But Jorepx anſwer'd him, " chere might bs witches, 
Nougbt prov'd the non-exiſtence of the b-tch-s.' 


MADAME 102271 


Wan Final as nimble as a boy at- ſhoot; 
Jump'd, tho' fatigu'd with hunting, o'er a ht 
The Doc ron, proud the fame grand feat, to hey 
His pow'rs, exerted, and junip'd over too. 

And tho he might a broken back bewail; 
He. ſcorn'd to be eclipꝰd by Mr. Tanis. 
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Ar ULinis our friend to FEA this time, 
Regal'd us with his knowledges ſublime : 
Show'd that all ſorts of learning filPd his Nos 
And that in butchery he could bear a Bob. 
He ſagely told us of the diff rent feat 
Employ'd to kill the animals we eat: 
An ox, ſays he, in country and in town, 105 
lk, by the butchers, conſtantly, ee dun; 
As for that leſſer animal, a calf, nol dl 
The knock is really not ſo ſtrong by Wan 
The beaſt is only ftunt'd : but as for goats, 
And ſheep, and lambs ; the butchers cut their throats: 


3 


9 «xo © 
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Thoſe fellows only want to keep them quiet 
Not chuſing that the brutes ſhould breed a rio. 


MADAME PIOZZIL + 


WIN Jonxsox was a child, and ſwaltow'd pay, 
Tas in his mother's old: maid CATHARINE'S lap: 
There, whilſt he ſat, he took in wond'rous learning, 
For much his.bowels. were for knowledge yearning. 
There, heard the ſtory, which we BziToxs brag on, 
The ſtory of ST. Gzorcez and eke the DRAGON. 


ROSS Tz 


Wren FoorTE, his leg, by ſome misfortune; broke; 
Says I to Jonxsox, all by way of joke, 
Sau, Sir, in PARAGRAPH, will ſoon be clever, 


And take off PeT#R, better now, than ever.” 


On, which, ſays. JoxxNsoN, without Heſcrarion, 
GeoRGs || will. rejoice at Foote's depeditation.” 
On which, ſays 1, a penetrating ef / 

* Doctor, I'm ſure, you coin d that word, yourſelf.” 
On which he laughd; and faid I had di uind it, 
For bona fide, he had really coin d it. 


I Page 18. + Page 141. 
George Faulkner, the printer at Dublin, taken off by 
Foote under the character of PETER PAR ARA RH. 


And 
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And yet, of all the words I've coin d, (fays he) 
My Dictionary, Sir, contains but three”? 


MADAME P 10221 


Taz Doc rox faid, in literary matters, 
A Frenchman goes not deep —he only ſſinatters: 
Then aſk'd, what could be hop'd for from the dogs : : 
5 that liv d n on * 


BOLT L 


In grave to St. Lennard's College, | 
Well ſtuff d with ev'ry fort of uſeful knowledge, 
We, fately x walk'd as ſoon as ſupper ended: 

The LANDLORD and the Warrzx both attended: 
The LANDLORD {kill'd a piece of greaſe to handle, 
Before us, march'd, and held a tallow candle: 

A lantern, (ſome fam d Scotſman its creator) 

With equal Face. was carried by the WAITER : 
Next morning, from our beds, we took a leap; ; 
And found ourſelyes much better for our ſleep, 


MADAME PIOZZIL |. 


In Lincolnſhire, a lady ſhow'd our friend, 
1 grotto, that the wilh'd him to Nn 


I Page 55. : Page 203. 
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Quota ſhe, Ho cool in ſummer, this abode! 
e Yes, Madam ie eden for a toad. . 


* 
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BeTwezx old Scalpa $ rugged iſle and Raſay's, 
The wind was vaſtly boiſtr rous in our faces: 
"Twas glorious, Jorixsox! 's figure to ſet ſight. on— = | 
High in the delt, he look'd a noble TRITON! 
But lo! to damp our pleaſure, Fate concurs, 

For Jo. the blockhead loſt his maſter's ſpurs : 
This, for the RamBLER' s temper, was a rubber, 
Who wonder'd | Joſeph could be fuch due . 


* 
1 


, { 


et Gar {his . 
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I ad him, if! he Knocked Tow O:nonx "287 . ; 
As ſuch a tale was current through the town — 
Says I, & Do tell me, Doc op, what befell, 85 
a Why, N lady, there is nought to tell : 
I ponder d on the prop reſt mode to. treat him— 
The dog was jmpudent, and ſo; I beat bim!“ 
Tow, like a fool, proclaim'd his fancied wrongs ; : 
Others that 1 belabgur'd, held 9 9 aaa 
n E ee „AG e: 7 
WI Page IS» v i ic! ow 255. * 
+ Bookſeller. | 
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Dip any one that 4 was by, ery— 5 
Jornsan would tell him plumply,” 'was a lie: 
A Lady told him ſhe waz really ſo': | 
On which, he ſternly anfwer'd,' Madan, no“ 
Sickly you are, and ugly) —fooliſh, poor; 
And therefore can' 't be happy, L am ſure. 
*Twould make a feltow hang himſelf whoſe car, 
Were, from ſuch nr forc'd uch ſtutf to hear.” 


3 
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Lo! when we landed on the Ie of Mora, 
The megrims got into the Doc rox's ſcull : 
With ſuch bad humours, he began to fin, 
I thought he would not go to IcolMk ILL: 
But lo! thoſe megrims (wonderful to utter!) 
Were baniſh'd all by fea and bread and butter! | 


» % * ay * 
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Taz Doctor had à car and chriſt'ned Honos, 

That at his houſe i in Fleet-ſtreet us'd to lodge— — 

This HoDbz grew old, and fick, and us'd to wiſh 

That all his dinners were compos'd' of f. 

To pleaſe poor Hopox, the Doc rox all ſo kind, 

Went out, and bought him oy/ers to his mind. 


* Page 285. + Page 386. 
+ Page 257. | 11 
his 
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This every day he did—nor afk'd black Fran, * 
Who deem'd himſelf of much too high a rank, 
With vulgar jiſh-fags, to be forc'd to chat; 

And purchaſe oyſters, for a mangy CAT, 


SIR JOHN. 


Fox God's ſake ſtay each anecdotic ſcrap : 
Let me draw breath, and take a trifling nap : 
With one half hour's refreſhing. ſlumber, bleſt, 
And Heav'n's aſſiſtance, 1 may hear the reft 


Ade What I have done, inform me, gracious 
Lord: | 
That thus my ears, with nonſenſe, ſhauld be bor'd? 
Oh! if I do not in the trial die, 
The Dev'l and all his brimſtone, I defy : 3 
No puniſhment in other worlds, I fear: 
My crimes will all be expiated here. 
Ah! ten times happier was my lot of yore, 
When rais'd to conſequence, that all adore ; 
. 1 fat, each ſeſſion, king. like in the chair 
Aw'd ev'ry rank, and made the million ſtare : : 
Lord Paramount o'er ev Ty,JUSTICE, riding: 
In cauſes, with a Turkiſh ſway, deciding, 
Yes! like a noble BasHaw of three tails, 
I ſpread a fear and trembling throu gh the jails! 


Dr. Ichnſon- 8 ſw f 
Bleſt, 
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Bleſt, have I brow. beaten each thief, and trumpet, 
And blaſted on them, like the EA SH Dar's . 
I know no paltry weakneſs of the ſoul— 

No ſniv'ling pity dares. my deeds controul - 
Aſham'd, the weakneſs of my Kine, I hear; 
Who childiſh, drops on ev ry. death, * a tear. 
Return, f return again, thou glorious hour, 

That to my graſp, once gav'ſt my idol, pow's 3 
When at my feet, the humbled knaves. would fall ; 
The THUND'RING JUPITER of Hicks's HALL. 


-- 
- 


Tux xnicar, thus finiſhing his ſpeech | ſo fair ; 
SLEEP pull'd him gently backwards, in his chair : 
Op'd wide the mouth, that oft on Jail-birds, wore, 
Then rais'd his naſal organ to a roar, 
That actually ſurpaſs'd in tone, and grace, 
The grumbled ditties of his fay'rite BAsE f. 


* 


— 


* Such is the report concerning his Ma JESTY, when be ſigns 
the warrants for execution : How unlike the GREAT r Faros- 


Rick of Pruſſia, tor in a hanging! 
+ Sir John wiſhes i in vain—His hour of inſolence returns ne 


1. The violoncello, on which the Knight'is a performer. 
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N OW from his ſleep, the Kichr, affrighted 
ſprung, 
Whilſt on his ear, the words of JonxSsON rung: 
For lo ! in dreams, the ſurly RamBLER role, 
And wildly ſtaring, ſeem'd a man of woes. 
Wake HAWKINS (growl'd the DocTos, with a 
frown) 
And knock that fellow, and that woman down— 
Bid them with Jontsod's Life, proceed no fur- 
ther— 
Enough already they have dealt in murther : 
. Say, 
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Say, to their tales, that little truth belongs 
If fame, they mean me- bid them hold thein tongues. 


In vain at glory, gudgeon Bosw LL ſnaps— 
His MIND, a paper-kite—compos'd of ſcraps ; 
Juſt o'er the tops of chimneys, form'd to fly: 
Not with a wing ſublime, to mount the fy. 
Say to the dog, his head's a downright drum, 
Unequal to the Hiſt'ry of Tou Thun: 
Nay—tell, of anecdote, that thirſty leach, 

He 1s not equal to a Tyburn Speech. * 


For that P1ozz1's wife, let me exhort her 
To draw her immortality, from porter : 
Give up her anecdolical inditing, 
And ſtudy houſewifery inſtead of writing : 
Bid her, a poor biography, ſuſpend ; 
Not crucify, through vanity, a friend. 
I know no buſineſs women have with learning 
I ſcorn, I hate, the mole-eyed, half DISCERNING : ; 
Their wit, but ſerves a buſband's heart, to rack ; 
And make eternal horſewhips for his back... 


f Tell PETER Pama, — youn ahne to meet 
© him, | , | 


T like his 6xxrvs—ſhould be 0 to greet him— 


. Compoſed for ü the e tnt brave of ills by diffe- 
rent hiſtorians. 8 


Yet 
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Yet let him know, Row] HEADs are facred things, 
And bid him rev'rence more the BzsT of KINOS; 
Still, on his pzGAsvs, continue jogging, 

And give that BoswELL's back another flogging. 


Such, was the dream that wak'd the fleepy KnicuT)z 
And op'd again his eyes upon the light 
Who mindleſs of old Jonxsox and his frown, 
And ſtern commands to knock the couple down ; 3 
Reſolv'd to keep the peace —and in a tone 
Not much unlike a maſtiff oer a bone; 
He grumbled, that enabled by the nap, 
He now could meet more biographic ſcraps 7 7 
Then nodding with a magiſtratial air, 
To further anecdote, he call'd the FAlR. 


This is a Hrange and almoſt incredible ſpeech from Jobnſan ? 
mouth, as not many years ago, when the age of a certain GREAT 
PERSONAGE became the ſubject of debate, the Doctor broke in 
upon the converſation with the following queſtion, „Of what 
importance to the preſent company, is his age ?*—Of what im- 
portance would it have been to the world if he had never exiſt- 
ed?” If we may judge likewiſe from the following ſpeech, he 
deemed the preſent rosszssox of a certain THRONE as much a 
USURPER as KING WiLLran, whom, according to Mr. Bos- 
WELL's account, he beſcoundrels. The ftory is this—an acquain- 
tance of Jotx$0N, aſked him if he could not ſing. He replied, 
«© I know but one ſong; and that is, The _ ſhall enjoy 
his own ** 1 


MADAME 


— EET.” > 
_ 
— . eres a 
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MA DAME PIOZZ1". 

Drax Doc rox Johxs lov'dö à leg of pork; 
And hearty on it, would his grinders. work: 
He ſik 'd to eat it ſo much over- dunn 
That one might ſhake the fleſh from off the bone. 
A veal· pye too with ſugar, cramm'd, and plums, 
Was wonder rous grateful to the Doctor's gums. 


Though us'd, from morn to night, on fruit, to u ; 
He vow'd bag. belly never had 2 5 


» » 
; * vo at m_ F% * 
5 O 2 2 v. r cr od 
[ a 


One Thurſday morn, did Doc: ron Jon = wake, 
And call out ny. Lanky,” by miſtake— 
But recollecting—“ Bozzy, Bozzy,” cried 
For in contrattion Jonxson t took {A pride! 


}\ of 9 = 
>y » 


5170 , f 


+ 
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MADAME PIOZ ZII 
Whene er our friend would read i in bed, by night, 


Poor Mr. THRALE and I were in a 22 2 


For blinking on his book too near the tame, , 7 
Lo! to the fore-top of bis wit, it came 1 Tos 
Burnt all the hairs away, both great and ſmall, 
Down to the very net-work, nam d the caul. 


N Page 384. 180 237. 
| BOZZY. 


(7 ] 


B O Z Z/Y.f 


At Corrachatachin's, in Bcggiſn ſunk, 

L got with punch, alas! confounded drunk: 

Much was I vex'd, that I could not be quiet, 

But like a ſtupid blockhead, bred a riot. 

I ſcarcely knew how *twas I reel'd to bed 

Next morn, 1 wak d with dreadful pains of head: 

And terrors toò, that of my peace, did rob m. 

For nuch I fear'd, the moRAListr would mob me. 

Bat as I lay along, a heavy log, 

The DocTor ent'ring, tall4 me drunken dog. 

Then up roſe I, with apoſtolic air, 

And read in dame M. Kinnon's book of prayer; | 

In hopes for ſuch a fin, to be forgiv'n— 

And make if poffible my peace with heavn. 

"Twas range, that in that volume of divinity, 

1 op'd the Twentiech Sunday after Trinity, 

And read theſe words:“ "ay be not drunk with 
wine, 7 

Since ae doch make a man a ſwine,” $ 

« Alas!” ſays I, « 60 che ſinger that 1 am!” | 


8 


And having made my ſpeech, C took a den. 


into 


NM DAG e page _—_— Sin v1) 216 HALEN 
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MADAME. 102217 


One day, with ſpirits low, and ſorrow fill d, 
I told him I had got a coufen kill'd : 
My dear, quoth he, for heav'n's fake hold your cant- 
„ 

Mere all your couſins killd, they'd not be wanting : 
Though Death on each of them ſhould ſer his mark - 
Though ev'ry one were ſpitted like a lark— 
Roaſted, and giv'n that dog there, for a meal; 
The Jos of them, the world would never feel— — 
Truſt me, dear madam, all your dear relations, 
Are nits—are nothings in the eye of NAT10Ns. 


— — 


Again, f ſays 1 one day“ I do believe, 
A good acquaintance that I have; will grieve 
To hear her FRIEND hath loſt a large e/tate,”— 
4 anſwer d he) © lament as much, her fate, 
As did your horſe (J freely will allow) 
To hear of the miſcarriage of your cow.” 


4114. 


| At Enoch at M*Queen's, we went to bed; 
A colour'd handkerchief wrap'd JonNSsOox's head: 
+ Page 6z. t Page 89. 


$ Page 153. 
N of He 
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He ſaid, God bleſs us yy night —and 
then, | 
J like a pariſh clerk, pronounc'd, Amen / 
My good companion ſoort by ſleep, was ſeiz'd— - 
But I, by lice and fleas, was fadly teaz'd: ; 
Methought, a ſpider with terrific claws, 
Was ſtriding from the wainſcot, to my jaws : 
But ſlumber ſoon did ev'ry ſenſe entrap 
And ſo I ſunk into the /eveete/? nap. 


MADAME PIOZZI.* 


 Trav'ling in Wales, at dinner-time we got on, 
Where at LEWENV, lives 81x RoptrT CorToN. 
At table, our great MORALIST, to pleaſe— 

Says I, * Dear Doctor, arn't thoſe charming peas ?” 
Quoth he, to contradict, and run his ring 
„% Maran, * poſſibly might pleaſe a p10.” 


B O Z 2 V. 


Of thatching, well the Doc rox knew the art, 
And with his threſhing wiſdom, made us ſtart. 
- Deſctib'd the greateſt ſecrets of the Mint— — 
And made folks fancy that he had been in': 
Of hops and malt, tis wond'rous what he knew; 
And well as any BREWER, he could brew. 


*, Fran 70. + Page 324. 
4 VU MADAME 
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MADAME 102211 


wn WY the Doczron ſtrongly did believe; 
And pinn'd his faith on many a lyar's ſleeve: 
He faid to Docrox LAwWwREN CE, 6 ſure 1 am, 
I heard my poor dear mother call out Sam.” 
I'm ſure (ſaid he) that I can; truſt my ears: 
And yet my mother had been dead. for years,” F 


8 012 ZN. N. 


When young, ('was rather ſilly I allow) 
Much was I pleas'd to imitate a cow. 
One time, at Drury-Lane with DocroR BLAIR, 
My imitations made the playhouſe fare“ 
So very charming was I, in my rar; 
That both the galleries clapp'd, and-eried.encorey. 
Bleſt by the general plaudit, and the laugh— 
I tried to be a JaCK-ass. and a. CALF: 
But who, alas! in all things can be great? 
In ſhort, I met a terrible defeat : | 
So vile, I bray'd, and bellow'd, I was hiſt d 
Yet all who knew me, wonder*d that I miſs d. 
Bl Aix whiſper'd me, © You've loſt your credit, now. 
Stick, BoswELL, for the future, to your cow. 


+ Page 192. + Page 499- 
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MADAME PIO Zz 


For me, in Latin, Doc rox JohNsox wrote 
Two lines upon Six JoszyRH Banxs's goat: 
A coaT! that round the world, ſo curious, went 
A coaT! that now eats graſs, that grows in KenT ! 


1 O 2 2 


To Lokp MoNBoppo a few lines I wrote, 
And by the ſervant Joſeph ſent this note 


„Tuvs far, my Lord, from Edinburgh my home, 
With Mr. SAMUL JohNsoN I am come 
This night, by us, mult certainly be ſeen, 
The very handſome town of ABtRDEEN. -- 
For thoughts of JonNsoN.you'll be not applied to 
| know your Lordſhip likes him 4% than I do. 
So near we are—to part, I can 't tell how, 
Without ſo much as making you a Bow : 
Beſides, the RamBLER ſays, © to ſee MonzBopp, 
Hed wander two whole miles out of the road 
Which ſhows that Hz admires (whoever Tails). 
The pen which proves, that men are born with fails: 
. Hoping that as to health your Logpsn1y does well, 
Lam your ſervant at command, 
IaAMEs BOSWELL.” 


+ Page 70. 


Page 72. 
MADAME 


IE 


U 2 
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MADAME PI0Z Zz 1.1 


On Mr. TnHRALE's old HUNTER JOHNSON rode 
Who with prodigious pride the beaſt beſtrode ; 
And as on BRIOHTEN Downs, he daſb'd away, 
Much was he pleas'd to hear a ſportſman ſay, 
That at a chace he was as tight a hand 
As e'er an ill-bred /ubber in the land, 


5 O 2 2 v. 

One morning JoHnsoN, on the Iſle of Mur, 
Was of his politics exceſſive full. 
Quoth he, that Pu TN EV was a rogue, Ais plain— 
Beſides, the fellow was a Whig in grain. 
Then to his principles he gave a banging, 
And ſwore no wid was ever worth a hanging. 
ce *Tis wonderful (ſays he) and makes one ſtare 
To think the LIvERV choſe Joun WiLKEs, Log 
| Mavor: 
py dog, of whom the world would nurſe no hopes— 
Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their ſhops.” 


MADAME PIOZZI1. 


Sir, I believe that anecdote a lie; 
But grant that Joynson faid it—by the by, 


| + Page 207. + Page 424. 
5 As 
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As Wilk Es unhappily your friendſbip ſhar'd, 
The dirty anecdote might well be ſpar'd. 


BO LRT 


1 

Mapamn, I ſtick to truth as much as you, 

And dammee if the ſtory be not true. 

What you have ſaid of JohNSON and the /arks, 

As much, the RAMBLER, for a avage, marks. 

*Twas ſcandalous, ev'n CAN DOUR muſt allow, 

To givg the hiſt'ry of the horſe and cow, 

What but an enemy, to JohNSsON's fame 

Dar'd, his vile prank at LIToHTIELD PLAvhousx, 
name? | 

Where, without ceremony, he thought fit 

To fling the Man and cHair into the pr ? 

Who would have regiſter'd a ſpeech ſo odd, 

On the dead gTAY-MAKER *, and DocTor Dopp ? 


MADAME PIOZZI, 


Sam JoansoN's threſbing knowledge and his thatch- 
ing, 3 ö » 23 1 

May be your own inimitable hatching,— 

Pray, of his wiſdom can't you tell more news? 
Could not he make a ſhirt, and cobble ſhoes ? 


440 


+ Piozzi's Anecdotes, page 51, firſt edition, 


Knit 
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Knit ſtockings, or ingenious, take up flitches— 
Draw teeth, dreſs wigs, or make a pair of breeches ? 
You prate too of his knowledge of the Mint, 
As if the RauBLER really had been in't 
Who knows, but you will tell us, (truth forſaking) 


| That each bad ſhilling is of JoynsoN's making : 


His, each vile fixpence that the world hath cheated— 
And his the art, that ev'ry guinea ſweated. 
About his brewing knowledge you will prate too; 
Who ſcarcely knew a hop from a potatoe. 


And tho? of beer he joy'd in hearty ſwigs, 
Pd pit againſt his taſte my huſband's pigs. 


LOX 2 . 


How could your folly tell, ſo void of truth, 
That miſerable ſtory of the youth 
Who in your book, of Doc rox Johxsox, begs 
Moſt ſeriouſly, to know if Ars laid eggs? 


MADAME PIOZZI. 
- Who, told of Mrs. Montague, the lie— 
So palpable a falſhood—Bozzy, fie / 


BE 0 T K. 


Who, mad'ning with an anecdotic itch, 


Declar'd that Jofnson call'd his mother b-tch ? 


MADAME 
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MADAM PIOZZIL 
Who, from M*Donald's rage, to fave his ſnout, 
Cut twenty lines of defamation out ?. 


B O 2 RY 


Who, would have ſaid a word about Sam's wig 3 ; 

Or told the ſtory of the peas and pig? 

Who would have told a tale ſo very flat, 

Of Frank the BLACK 3 and Hop the mangy 
car? 


MADAME PIO Zz 21. 


Eco! you're grown at once confounded fender — 
Of Doc rox JonxsOx's fame, a fierce defender. 
I'm ſure you've mention'd many a pretty ſtory 
Not much redounding to the Doc'ror's glory. 
Now, for a ſaint upon us you would palm him— ' 
Firſt murther the poor man, and then embalm him 


— ——ů — b — — ——— s 4.3 — hana - 
_— — 


30 . 


And truly, Madam, Jonxsox cannot 50. 
By your acquaintance, he hath rather, JR. 
His character ſo ſhockingly you handle 
You've ſynk your COMET to a FARTHING CANDLE. 
Your 
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Your vanities contriv'd the SAGE, to hitch in; 
And brib'd him with the run of all your kitchen 
Let nought, he betier*d by his elevation— + 
Though, beef, he won—he loft his reputation. 


MADAME PIOZZ1. 


One quarter of your book, had JonnsoN read, 
Fiſt- Criticiſm had rattled round your head. 
Yet let my ſatire not 00 far purſue— | 
It boaſts ſome merit, give the Dev'l his due. 
Where 6RoceRs and where PASTRY-COOKS reſide, 
Thy book with triumph, may indylge its pride ; 
Preach to the patty-pans, ſententious ſtuff.— 
And hug that idol of the noſe, call'd ſau; 
With all its ſtories, cloves and ginger, pleaſe, 
And pour its wonders to a pound of cheeſe / 


. 


Manam, your irony is <vond'rous fine “ 
Senſe in each thought, and zit in ev'ry line, 
Yet Mapau, when the leaves of my poor book, 
Viſit the ROC RR, or the PASTRY-COOK, 
Yours, to enjoy of Fame the 7 reward, 
May aid the' TRUNK-MAKER of T ADL: s CHURCH- 
Yarp. f | 


In the ſame ALzHousts, together us'd, 
By the /ame fingers, they may be amus'd : 
| | The 


L 
The greaſy ſauffers, yours, perchance, may 2wipe, 
And mine, high honour'd light a ToezR's pipe. 
The praiſe of Cour TNEey, * my book's fame, ſecures : 
Now, who the devil, Madam, praiſes yours ? 


MADAME PIOZZI. 


Thouſands, you blockhead——no one now can 
| doubt it, 
For not a ſoul in London is without it. 
The folks were ready, CADELL to devour," . 
Who fold the firſt edition in an hour: 
So!—CourTNey's praiſes fave you ah! — that 

ſquire * 

Deals, let me tell you, more in ſmoke than fire. d 


B 0 2 = 


Zounds ! he has prais'd me in the teetgſ line — 


*The lively zaTTLE of the Houſe of Commons—indeed, its 
Mouvs; who ſeems to have been ſelected by his conſtituents, 
more for the purpoſes of laughing at the misfortunes of his country 
than healing the wounds, He is the Author of a poem lately pub. 
liſhed, that endeavours zotis viribus to prove that Doctor Jonxsox 
was a brute as well as a mora/i/t ! 


MADAME 
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. MADAME PIOZZ1. 
Ay! ay! the verſe and Jiubjef?, equal thine, 
Few are the mouths that Cow RTNEV's wit, rehearſe 
Mere cork in politics, and lead in verſe. 


6 


Well Ma'Au! ſince all that Jon NSN /ajd or 
wrote, _ "Hh 
You hold ſo ſacred—how have you forgot 
To grant the wonder-hunting world, a reading 
Of Sam's Epj/tle, juſt before your wedding ; 
Beginning thus, (in ſtrains not form'd to fatter) 


. Maran, 
If that moſt ignominious matter, 
Be not concluded, 10 


| further, ſhall I ay ? 
No—your kind ſelf may give it us, one day 
And juſtify your paſſion for the youth ; 
With all the charms of eloquence and truth, 


M AD AME PIOZZI. 


What was my marriage, Sir, to you, or him ? 
He tell me what to do!—a pretty whim ! 
He, to propriety, (the beaſt!) exhort / 
As well might -elephants preſide at court. 
Lord! 
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Lord! let the world, to damn my match, apree— 
Tell me, Jau £8 BosWELL,, what's that world to me? 
The folks who. paid reſpect to Mrs. Thrale 

Fed on her pork, poor fouls /' and ſwill'd her ale, 
May /icken at Piozzi, nine in ten 

Turn up the noe of ſcorn—good God! what then? 
For me—the Dev'l may fetch their ſouls ſo great— 
They keep their company—and I my meat. 

When the poor owls / ſhall beat their cage, a zail— 
I, unconſin d, ſhall ſpread my peacock tail: 

Free as the birds of air, enjoy my eaſe; 

Chuſe my own food, and ſee what climes, I pleaſe. 
I ſuffer only—if I'm in the wrong 

So, now, you prating puppy, hold your tongue. 


SR: EE 


For ſhame! for ſhame! for Heaven's ſake, pray 
be quiet 
Not BiLLinGsGATE exhibits ſuch a riot. 
Behold, for .ScanDaL, you have made a feaſt, 
And turn'd your idol, JoHNsoN, to a bea/t - 
is plain that zales of ghg/s, are arrant lies, 
Or in/tantaneouſly, would JornsoN's rife : 

Make you both eat your paragraphs ſo Vit 
And for your treatment of him, play the devil. 
Juſt like 7200 Mohawks on the man you fall— 
No murd' rer, is worſe ſerv'd at SuxGEON's-HALL. 
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Inſtead of adding ſp/endor to his name, 

Your books are downright gibbet to his fame, 

Of thoſe, your anecdotes—may I be cur/? 

If I can tell you, which of them, is worſe. 

You never, with poſferity can thrive— 

"Tis by the Rambler's death alone, you live— 

Like wrens, (that in ſome volume, I have read) 

Hatch'd by ſtrange fortune, in a HoxsE's HEAD, 

Poor Sau was rather fainting in his glory— 

But lo! his fame, lies foully dead before ye. 

Thus, to ſome dying man, ( a frequent caſe) 

Two doQtors come, and give the' coup de grace. 

Zounds! Madam, mind the duties of -a wife, 

And dream no more, of DocTor JoHNsoN's life, 

A happy knowledge in a pye or pudding, 

Will more delight your friends, than all your 

ſtudying. 

One cut from wven'ſon, to the heart can ſpeak 

Stronger than ten quotations from. the Greek : 

One far Six Loin poſſeſſes more ſublime 

Than all the airy caſtles built by HIN, 

One nipperkin of flingo with a toaſt, 

Beats all the ſtreams the Muſes FounT can | boaſt, 

Ves! in one pint of porter, lo! my belly can 

Find bliſſes, not in all the floods of Helicon. 

Enough thoſe anecdotes your pow'rs have ſhown : 

Sau's Life, dear Ma'am, will only damn your own, 
For 
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For thee, James BoswELL., may the hand of FArx 
Arreſt thy gooſe-quill, and confine thy prate : 
Thy egotiſms, the world, diſguſted hears— 
Then load with vanities, no more our ears, 
Like ſome lone Puppy yelping all night long; 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 
Vet ſhould it lie beyond the pow'rs of FaTs, 
To ſtop thy pen, and ſtill thy darling prate; 
Oh! be in ſolitude to live thy luck : | 

A chattering MAGPIE on the IsLE or Muck. 


Thus ſpoke the Joon then leaping from the 
chair, 

He left, in conſternation loſt, the pair : 
Black FRANk,“ he ſought, on anecdote to cram, 
And vomit fir/t,+ a LIrE of ſurly Sau. 
Shock'd at the little manners of the Knicur, 
The *r1vaLs marv'ling mark'd his ſudden flight; 
Then to their pens, and paper, ruſh'd the Twain 
To kill the mangled RanBLER, ver again. 


* Doctor Jonxsox's Negro ſeryant. 
+ The Kxicnr's volume is reported to byj in great forward- 
neſs, and likely to diſſance his formidable conpeiitora : 


N. B. The Quotations from Mr. Boſwell, 'are -made from the 
Second Edition of his Journal. Thoſe from Mrs. Piozzi 
from the Firſt Edition of her Anecdotes, 
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WHAT YOU WIL L 


Quo me cunque rapit Tempeſtar, deferor Hoſpes. || | 
Hoxacs. | 

Juſt as the Maggot bites, I take my way— 

To Painters now my court reſpectful pay; 


— —— 2 


Now (ever welcome !), on the Muſe's Wings, [ 
Drop in at Windſor, on the beſt of Kix Gs; 
Now, at St. James's, about Hax DEL prate, 
Hear Odes, ſee Lords and *Squires, and ſmile at State. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


READ ER, 
I THINK it neceſſary to inform thee, if 
thou haſt not read Mr. WaRTox's Ode, that I 
mean not to ſay that he hath, totidem verbis, ſung 
what I have alerted of him: I therefore beg that 
my Ode may be conſidered as an Amplification of 


the ingenious LavuREAT's Idea, 


LEGS 


a<% % 


CG *» 


LES 


PROOEMIUM. 


Know, Reader, that the LAUREAT' $ Poſt 


_ ſublime 


Is deſtin'd to record, in hand 3 5 


The Deeds of Monarchs, twice a year: 


If great—how happy is the tuneful Tongue 
If pitiful—(as Shakeſpeare ſays) the Song, 
5 Muſt ſuckle Fools and chronicle Small Beer.“ 


But Bards muſt take the 2 hill with the dum: 
Kings cannot always Oracles be hatching : 


Maggots are oft the Tenants of a Crown— 


Therefore, like thoſe in Cheeſe, not worth the 


catching. 


O gentle Reader! if, by God's good Grace, 

Or (what's more ſought) good Intereſt at Court, 
Thou gett'ſ, of Lyric Trumpeter, the Place, 

And hundreds are, like Gudgeons, gaping for't; 
Hear! (at a Palace if thou mean'ſt to thrive) | 
And of a ſtaunch old Coachman learn to drive. 


X 2 


When'er 
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Whene'e er ES to celebrate a "Tie, 44 

Let Fancy lend thy Muſe her loftieſt wing 
Stun with thy Minſtrelſy the frighten'd Sphere; 

Bid thy Voice thunder like a hundred Batteries; 


For common Sounds, conveying common Platte. 


_ ries, 
AO Ig ent Raped Te 


Know—Glutton-like, on Praiſe each Monarch crams; 
Hot Spices ſuit alone their pamper'd N ature: 

Alas! the Stomach, parch'd by burning Drams, 
With mad: deg Terror ſtarts at 1 Water. 


Fierce is each royal Maniac for Applauſe 
And, as a Horſe-pond wide, are Monarch Maws— 
Form'd therefore on a pretty ample ſcale: | 
To ſound the decent Panegyric Note, 4 
To pour the modeſt Flatt'ries down their throat, 
f Were offering _— for dinner ton et er 


And mind, gc er thou 1 . Lyre to 
— Kings, 
To touch to Abigails of cine 0 the Strings ;— 
Give the Queen's Toad-eater a handſome Sop, 
And ſwear ſhe always has more Grace 
Than ev'n to ſell the meane/? Place 
Bora too, the TOI Keeps no Title-Shop z 


se 


to 


1 
Sells not, like Jews in Paul's Church-Yard theit 
Ware, 
Who on each Paſſenger for Cuſtom fare, 5 
And, in the happy Tones of Traffic, cry, | 
« Sher! vat you buy, args * / vat you we 


* 


* ax 


Thus, Reader, ends the Prologue to my Ode! 

The true-bred Courtiers wonder whilſt I preach— 8 
And, with grave Vizards, and ſtretch'd Eyes to God, 
Pronounce my Sermon a moſt impious Speech. 
With all my Spirit—let them damn my Lays— 

A Courtier's Curſes are exalted Praiſe. 


— 
* 


* o i 
* * 


| HEAR a ſtartled Moraliſt exclaim, 
„ Fie, PETER, PETER! fie for ſhame! 
e Such Counſel diſagrees with my Digeſtion. ” 
Well! well then, my old Soc RATES, to pleaſe | 
N 
For much I'm willing of thy Qualms to 415 thee, > 
I'll nobly take the other fide the Queſtion, 


— — — — —— 
— W 0 
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Par £ xemple: 


FAIR Praſs i 1 gering Gold— all ſhould defire i It— 
| Flatt'ry, baſe Coin—a Cheat 1 upon the Nation: 
And yet, our Vanity doth much admire it, - 
And really gives it all its Circulation. 
Flatt'ry's a ſly inſinuating Screw | 
The World=a Bottle of Tokay ſo fine - 
The Engine always can its Cork ſubdue, /- 
And make an eaſy Pris'ner of the Wine. 


Flatt'ry's s an lay wriggling round an Oak— | 
This Oak is offen honeſt blunt Jonn BUI 
Which Ivy would its great Supporter choak, 
Whilſt Joan (fo thick the Walls of his dark 
Scull) 
Deems it a pretty Ornament, and ſtruts 
Till MasrER Ivy creeps into John's Guts; 


And gives poor thoughtleſs Jon a ſet of Gripes : 

Then, like an Organ, opening all his Pipes, 

Jon roars; and, when to a Conſumption drain'd, 
Finds out the Knave, his Folly entertain'd. 


Praiſe is a modeſt unaſſuming Maid, 
As ſimply as a Quaker-Beauty dreſt: 
No Oftentation hers—no vain Parade: 
Sweet Nymph! and of the feweſt Words poſſeſt; 
| Vet, 
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Yet, heard with rev'rence when ſhe ſilence breaks, 
She dignifies the Man to whom ſhe ſpeaks. | 


FLAT TER 's a pert French Millener—a Jade 
Cover'd with rouge, and flauntingly array'C— 
Makes ſaucy Love to ev'ry Man ſhe meets, 
And offers ev'n her Favouts in the Streets. 


And yet, inſtead of meeting public Hiſſes 
Divines ſo grave—Philoſophets can bear her; 
What's ſtranger ſtill, with childiſh Rapture hear 

a | | 


Nay, court the ſmiling Hatlot's very Kiſſes. 
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R ICH as Dutch Cargoes from the fragrant Eaſt, 
Or Cuſtard-Pudding at a City Feaſt, 
Tow's Incenſe greets his Sovereign's hungry Noſe : 
For, bating Birth-day Torrents from Parnaſſus, 
And New-year's Spring-tide of divine Molaſſes, 
Fame in a ſcanty Rill to Windſor flows ! 


Poets (quoth tuneful Tom), in ancient times, 
Delighted all the Country with their Rhymes ;— 
Sung Knight and Barbed Steeds with Valour big :— 
Knights who encounter'd Witches — murder'd 
Wizards, 
Flogg*d Pagans * they — in their giz- 
zards: 
Rogues! with no more Religion than a pig: 


—Laiohts who ilumin'd pabelicoiig Sous 
Through pretty little well-form*d Eyelet-holes, 

By _ Pikes, and godly Lances made— 

Tools! that worked Wonders in the holy Trade; 3 
With 


L 


with Battle-Axes fit to knock down Bulls, 

And therefore qualified (I wot) full well, 
With farce, the Sacred Oracles to tell 

Unto the thickeſt unbelieving Skulls: 


Knights, who, ſo famous at the Game of Tourney, 
Took boldly to the Holy Land a Journey, 

To plant, with Swords, in Hearts, the Goſpel-Seeds ; 
Juſt as we hole for Cucumbers, Hot-Beds, 

Or pierce the Boſom of the ſullen Earth, 

To give to Radiſhes or Onions: Birth : 


e wha, when tumbled on the hoſtile Field, 
And to an Enemy oblig'd to yield, 


Could neither Leg, nor Arm, nor Neck, nor Nob, 


ST 
Poor Devils! who were like Alligators hack'd, 


At length by Hammers, Hatchets, Sledges,crack'd; 
Dragg'd from their Coats of Armour—like a Lob- 


Great (fays the Laureat) were the Poet's Puffings 
On idle daring Red-Croſs Raggamuffins, 
Who for their Childiſhneſs deſerv'd. a Birch: 
Quoth Tou, a worthier Subje& now, thank God! 
Inſpires the loſty Dealer in the, Ode, 
Than Blockheads & batting for Old Mother Church. 


Times 
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Times (quoth our courtly Bard) are alter d quite 

The Poet ſcorns what charm d of yore the ſight— 
Goths, Women, Vandals, Caſtles, Horſes, Mares :— 

The poliſh'd Poet of the preſent Day, 

Doth in his taſty Shop diſplay, 

Ah! vaſtly prettier colour d Wares. 


he Poet moulds his Harp to Manners mild,” 


Quoth Tom— to n Aol with Rapture 
wild, 


Hear their own Praiſe with Mouths 4 gaping Won- 
der, 


And catch each Crotchet of the Birth-day Thun- 
der: „N 


Crotchets that ſcorn the Praiſe of common Folly— 
Though not moſt muyſfcal—moſt melancholy : 
Ah! Crotchets doom'd to charm our Ears no more, 


Although by Mr. Pazsons ſet in ſcore; 


Drear and eternal Silence doom'd to keep, 
Where the dark Waters of Oblivion fleep— 
To ſpeak in humbler Engliſh—doom'd to reſt, 
With Court Addrefles, in a muſty Cheſt. 
Yet all the Lady Amateurs declar d, 
They were the charming Things they ever heard: 

| As 
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As for example all the Angel GIpRONS 
That is, my Lady, and her Daughters fair, 
With coal-black Eye: brows, and ſweet Hebrew 
en . Ee e | 
Ths 2 Produce of the two Religion 
Thus, in their tel Grey-hounds beſt cet 
When Sportſmen very wiſely croſs the Breed: 
And thus, with fobler Luſtre, ſhines the vou! 
. between a nn and an Owl. 


Sir 8 too 1 with e divine, 
Pal fhince he haf turn Chregſtian, and eat Hag, 
He nebber did hear Mogſbic half ſho fine; 

1 f nebber ſhince he 5 de e 4 
His Gnas OF Neuem a with Eyes though 

| dim, | 
And one deaf Eur was there in Wonder drown'd {- 
nr in Attitude of Corp'ral Trim, 

He rais'd his thin grey Curl to catch the Sound: 
Then ſwore the Airs would never meet their matches, 
But in his own immortal Glees'and Catehes. 
Yet were thoſe Crotchets all condemn'd to reſt | 
In the dark boſom of a muſty Cheſt! 


Crotchets 


T 
Crotchets that form'd into ſo ſweet an Air, 
As charm'd my Lapy MavyoRess and Loxp MavoR; ; 
Who thought (and really they were true Believers) 
The Muſic equall'd Marrow-bones and Cleavers, 


Strains! that the Reverend BisHoes had no Qualms, 
In ſaying, that they equalled David's Pſalms ; 

But not ſurpaſs'd 1 in Melody the Bell, 

That mournful ſoundeth an Agch-Bishor's Knell; 
Strains! that Sir Joszen Mawsey, deem'd divine, 
Sweet as the Nen of his a, Swine, 


Ev'n great Lozp ahn 8 ſelf Amit d te 
Strain, 

In all the tuneful Agonies of Pain; : 

Who, winking, beat with Duck-like Nods the Time, 

And call'd the Muſic and the Words ſublime. 
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| Too, all the other Lords, witln deri * 
= Majeſty aa, + to Muſic bred, 

Pronounc'd it, “ vexy, very good indeed“ 

Indulging, p'rhaps, the very nat'ral Dream, 

That all its Charms were owing to the Theme. 


* A prodigious Amnattur without his Lordſhip there can be 
vo Rehearſal, * 
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Not but ſome fmall degree of karl Pleafure 
Might in the Brace of R-y—l Boſoms riſe, 
To think they heard it without Waſte of Treaſure; 

As 0p md are Torely in Pier Eyes, 


A few Months ſince, 1 heard a forward Dame, 
Thus, in a Tone of Impudence, exclaim— 
* Good God! how Kings and Queens a Song adore! 
« With what Delight they order an encore / 
* When that ſame Song, encor*d, for nothing flows! 
This Mapam MRA to her Sorrow Kngwe,” 


c To Windfor, ſeverdl times, and eke to Kew, 
„The R—y—l Mandate MA DAM Mara drew. 
& No cheering Drop was MaRA aſk'd to fip— 
No Bread was offer'd to her quiv'ring Lip. 
* Though faint; ſhe was not ſuffer'd to fit down— 
44 Heav'n help the Coodneſi Grandeur of the Cr--n | 
< Now tell me, Ladies, will it be beliey'd, 
„How much for Song and Chaiſe-hire ſhe receiv'd ? 
- How much pray, think ye ee Guineas— 
e eee 
Moſt ſurely, Forty. — No, no. »—Thirty.- — 
6c poh! 
my Pray, Ladies, guels i in ReatonZcome—again- — 
Alas! you jeer us Twenty, at the leaſt; 
No Man could ever be ſo great a KS. 
As not to give her Twenty for her Pain.— 


« Ta 
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& To keep you then no longer in Suſpenſe, 
„For Mavan Maza's Chaiſe-hire and ſweet 

| & Note, | 

“Out of their wonderful wine; 

6 Their bounteous M—--ics gave—not a 'Groat." 
* Ay!” cried a ſecond Slanderer, with a Sneer, 
„I know a Story like it-—You ſhall hear— 
« Poor Mas. S1D00xs, ſhe was order'd out 
« To wait upon their M—j—ies, to t 
“ To read old Shakeſpear's A; you like it to em; 
„ And how to mind their Stops, and Commas, 

4 ſhew em. 

“% She rea l and ſpouted—almoſt loft her Breath 
« And, ſtanding all the time, was tir'd to Death; 
«& Whilſt both their M=j—ies, in Royal Style, 
« Ar perfect Eaſe were ſitting all the while. 
“Not offer'd to her was one Drop of Beer, 
® Nor Wine, nor Chocolate, her Heart to cheer, 
* Ready to drop to earth, the mult have ſunk, 
© But for a Child, that at the Hardihiv ſhrunk— 
« A little Paios, who marked her Situation, 
Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender Exclamation : 


“ La! Mrs. S$1hboxs is quite faint indeed. | 
* How pale! I'm ſure the cannot longer read 
* She ſomewhat wants, her Spirit to repair, 

* And would, I'm ſure, be happy in a Chair.” 


F What 


— — — — — — 
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“ What follow'd ?-—-Why, the R—y—1 Pair aroſe, 

Surly enough—one fairly may ſuppoſe ; 

* And to a Room adjoining made retreat, 

* To let her, for one Minute, fteal a Seat.“ 

At length the Actreſs ceas'd to read and ſpout 
Where Generoſity's a crying Sin: 

Her Curt'ſy dropp'd was nodded eee 
“So rich !—How rich Wee rich as ſhe went in. 


Such are the bien e grant the rad, 
Are Paixoks, pray, like common Folks to act? 


Should Maza call it Cruelty, and blame 


Such R—y—1l Conduct, I'd cry, Fie upon her! 


To Mrs. Siopoxs, freely ſay the ſame— 


- Sufficietit for ſuch People is the Honour / 


Ev'n I, the Bard, expect no Gifts from Kincs, 
Although I've ſaid of them ſuch handſome Things — 


| Nay, not their Eye's Attention, whoſe bright Ray 


Would, like the Sur, illumine my poor Lay, 


And, like the Sun, ſo kind to Procreation, 


Increaſe within my Brain the Maggot Nation, 


So much for idle Tales Now, Musk, thy Strain 


Digreſſive, turn to Drawing-Roooms again, 


W 
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There too was Pirr, who * and bow'd bs : 
ground e g * 
And whiſper'd Majeſty, twas 3 ; 
Then wiſh*d ſuch Harmony could once be found 
Where be, each Day, was treated like a Swine 
By that e e CHARLES Poms a hie vile 


rt 
Villains! in 3 but black Rebellion * 
Fellows! who had the Impudence to place 

The facred Sceptre underneath the Mace, ö 
And twiſted Ropes, with Malice diſappointed, + - ' 
To hang or hamper the poor Loxp's AN——ED. 


LY %. 


To whom, a certain Sa fo carneſt eried, +. *-- 
«© Don't mind don't mind—the- Rogues their 
Aim have miſsd gg * 
% Don't fear your Place, whilſt I am well fupplyd— 
« But mind the Poverty of - 50 LE 


" wear * no — ſo poor upon hes Globe; 
Compare ,me—yes, compare me, to poor Jon. 

„The Houſe will credit thee I know the Ninnies; 
4 And Wife and 1 are fond of Bags of Guineas. 


" What ? What, Berber We muſt have Yother 
& Grant. 
0 What, what? You know that B—, my old dead 


re * AUNT, 


EF « Left 
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6 Left not a Sixpence, Prrr, theſe Eyes to bleſs, 

But from the Pariſh ſav'd that F—1 at H: N. 

« But” ming mer re to plagyeber! Flere DH dying 
«© I was a Nir imrod ſtill—a conſtant Hunter; 

* And when | in State as dead's a Mack'rel lying, 
« I did not care a Button for the wal i 


« And three Days after my old Aunt was dead, 
« Which ſome Folks thought prodigiouſly profane, 
« ] took it—yes—l took it in my Head, 


60 To order Sir John Brute at rar ene, | 


4 Had ſhe reſpected me, I do aver, 
J. ſhould have a d at Home, and thought of Her,” 


Lord RocurorD too, the gentle Youth was there, 
Whoſe ſweet falſetzo Voice is often ſported | 

In Glees and Catches ; ſo that all who hear 

Believe a pretty Seni. vir imported. 5 - # 0 

Vet was chere one "hs" much the Day decriced— 
Old Lavy Maxy Duxcan (fays Report). 

on What, no dear, dear Caftrato here!” the Tigh'd, 

„ Why then—P-x take the Voices and the Court; 

« Then Lord have Mercy on my tortur'd Ears, 

« And ſhield me from the Shouts of ſuch He- 

BREARS.“ 


„ Where, 


jere, 
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* Where, where is PACCHIEROTTI 8 beart: felt 
Strain? 
4 Where RunixELLI's ſu/tenuto Note? 
« That tickled oft my ſighing Soul to Pain, 
* That bade my Senſes in Elyſium float? 
« Avaunt! you vile black-bearded Rogues—avaunt! 
« *Tis ſmoother Chins, and ſweeter Tones, I want, 
My Lorr or ExETER was alſo there; 
Who, marv'ling, cock'd his Time-diſcerning Ear 
To ſtrains that did ſuch Honour to a Throne 
There UxBRIDOx taught the * how to 
think; 
With much ſignificant and knowing Wink, 
And Speeches clad in Wiſdom's critic Tone 
Who look'd Muſicians through with half-ſhut Eyes; 
Moſt ſolemn, molt chromatically wiſe! 


SANDWICH, the Glory of each jovial Meeting, 
This Fiddler, now—now that, ſo kindly greeting, 
Appear'd, and ſhrewdly pour'd his hahs and bums : 
Great in Tattoo, my Lord, and Croſs-hand Roll; 
Great in the Dead-march-ſtroke ſublime of Saul. ; 
He beats Old AsHBRIDGE on the Kettle-Drums. 


»A Kettle-drummer of great Celebrity. 


"PN What 


2 — . — 


[ 324 ] 
What Pity ! to our military Hoſt, | 
That ſuch a charming Drummer ſhould be loſt! 
And feel through Life his Glories overcaſt 
At that dull * Board, where, never could he learn, 
Of Ships, the difference between Stem and Stern, 
Hel ere and boats, the Rudder and the Maſt. 


82 midſt the umefab Tribe was Rense 
BukkE? 

No! Mun was cutting out for HasTiNGs, work; 
Writing to Cousix W1LL and Co, to league em 
. Againſt that Rogue, who like a Ruffian roſe, 

And tweak'd a Bulſe of Jewels from the Noſe 
Of Dames, in India, chriſten'd Munny Begum. 


EpmuND! who formerly look*d fierce as Grimbald 
On that moſt horrid Imp Six Thomas RumBoLD, 
Vow'd, like a Sheep, to flea that Eaſtern Thief ;— 

Till range good fortune open'd EDmonD's Ey es; 
Oh! then he heard of Innocence the Cries, 
And, like Jew-Converts, damn'd his Old Belief, 


Yet, let ſome Praiſe for Mun's Converſion paſs 
| To that great Wonder-worker, Salix r DunD43. 


EDmunD! who battled hard for PowtLL's Life, 
And ſwore no Man, in Virtue, e'er went further: 

| To prove which Oath, this PowELL took a Knife, 

And made the World believe it, by Self- Murther, 


| Reader, 
* The Admiralty. 


A 3s 
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Reader—ſuppoſe-I give thee a ſmall Ode 
Made when vile Tieeoo Sa1s in Triumph rode, 
And play'd the Devil on our Indian Borders, 
In Perſon, or by vile. Satanic Orders: 


When Mr. Bux kx, ſo famous for fine Speeches, 
From Trope to Trope, a downright Rabbit, ſkipping, 
Meant, School-boy like, to take down HasTinGs” 
Breeches, f 
And give the noble Goverxor a Whipping ? 


If rightly, Reader, I tranſlate thy Phiz, 


Thou ſmil'ſt Conſent.—I thank thee [ere it is. 


But mark my Cleanlineſs ere I begin: 

Know, I've not caught the Ich of Party-Sin. 

To P1TT or Fox, I never did belong: 

TzuTn, Txur I ſeek—ſo help me, Gon OF SONG ! 


P'rhaps, to a Heathen Oath thou may'ſt demur : 
Well then—Suſpicion that I mayn't incur, 
But, like a Chri/tian ſwear—T do not ſham— 
By all the Angels of yon lofty Sky, 
Where burning Seraphims and Cherubs cry, 
I'm of no Party—curſe me if I am! 


By all thoſe Wonder-monger Saints and Martyrs 
Cut for the Love of God in Halves and Quarters ; 
1 * 
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By each black Soul in Purgatory frying ; 
By all thoſe whiter Souls, though we caw't ſee em, 

Singing their Ave-Mary and Te Deum 
On yon bright Clouds—I ſwear I am not lying, 


No! free as Air the Musk ſhall ſpread her Wing, 
Of whom, and when, and what ſhe pleaſes, ſing, 
Though * Privy Councils, jealous of her Note, 
Preſcrib'd, of late, a Halter for her Throat. 


Let Folly ſpring—my Eagle, Falcon, Kite, 

Hawk — Satire — what you will—ſhall mark her 
Flight; 

Through Huts or Palaces ('tis juſt the ſame), 

With equal Rage, purſue the panting Game; 

And lay (by Princes, or by Peaſants, bred) . 

Low at the OwNER's Feet, the Cuckow, dead. 


* 


”_ — 


ODE ro ED MUND. 


MUCH edified am I by Epuuxp BuRRR! 
 Well-pleas'd I ſee his Patriot-Mouth at work, 
Grinding away for poor Old England's Good. 

He gives of Elocution, ſuch a Feaſt ! | 

He tells of ſuch vile Doings in the Eaſt! - 
And fights, as *twere for his own Fleſh and Blood. 


Sorg 
This is a Piece of ſecret Hiſtory, 
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Shroff, Chout, Lack; Omra, Duſt uc, Nabob, Bunder, 
Crore, Obouliry, Begum, leave his Lips in Thunder. 


With matchleſs Pat hot, Mun deſeribes the Gag, 
Employ'd by that vile Son of HyYDER Naid, 
Nam'd Tirro.— Gags! that Britiſh Mouths deteſt; 
Occafion'd partly by that Man ſo ſad, 
That HasTinNGs !—oh! deſerving all that's bad 
That Villain, Murd'rer, Tyrant, Dog, Wild Beaſt! 


Poor Epmund ſees poor Britain's ſetting Sun; 
Poor Edmund groans,—and Britain is undone / 


Reader ! thou haſt, I do preſume, 
(God knows though) been in a ſmug Room, 
By Coals or Wood made comfortably warm; 
And often fancied that a Storm without 
Hath made a diabolic Rout— 
Sunk Ships—tore Trees up—done a world of Harm, 


Yes! thou halt lifted up thy tearful Eyes, 

Fancying thou heardſt of Mariners the Cries, 

And figh'd, . How wretched now muſt thouſands 
bo$ bel ng gf |: 

* Oh! how I pity the poor Souls at Sea!“ 

When, lo! this dreadful Tempeſt, and his Roar, 

 & Ziphyr—in the Key-hole of the Door! 


Now, 
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Now, may not Epuuxp's Howlings be a Sich 


Preſſing through Epmuny's * for Loaves and 
Fiſhes, 


On which he long hath look'd with * Eye, 


To fill poor EDMUND's not o'er-burthen'd Diſhes ? 


Give Mun a Sop—forgot will be Complaint, 


BRITAIN be ſafe, and HasTinGs prove a Saint. 


——— 


Now for the Drawing-Room—O Muſe ſo madding, 


Delighted in Digreſſion to be gadding. 


HAMPDEN and ForTEsSCUE (brave Names!) at- 
tended | 

The /a/t, in Catches, wonderfully mended. 

The lovely Lapvy CLAROES too was there, 
To all the Graces as to Muſic born; | 

Whoſe Note ſo ſweetly melting ſoothes the Ear! 
Soft as. the Robin's to the Bluſh of Morn ! 


There too the rare Viol. di- Gamba PRATT, 
Whoſe Fingers fair, the Strings ſo nicely pat, 
And Bow, that brings out Sounds unknown at Babel 


Though not ſo ſweet as thoſe of Mr. ABEL, * 


Dear Maid! the Daughter of that PrINGE of PRAT s, 
Who Muſic cons, as well as Law; and ſwears 
The Girl ſhall /exub no Soul's but Handel's Airs, 


Toe whom he thinks our great Compoſers, Cats. 


Id ef, 
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Id et, SaccHixI Havpn, Bach, and GLUCK, - 


And Twenty more, who never had the Luck 
To pleaſe the nicer Ears of ſome crown'd FoL k: 


Ears, that, like other People's, though they grow, ; 


Poor Creatures! really want the Senſe to know 
Pſalm-Tynes, ſo mournful, from the Old Black 
Joke. 


That muſty Muſic-hunter too MA D. 
Much-travell'd BuxNEVY, came to hear and ſee: 
Hz, in his Tour, who found ſuch great ProteQors— 
KiNGs, Queens, DokEs, MARGRAVES, MARGRA- 
| vines, ELECTORS, | 
Who aſk'd the DocTor many a gracious Queſtion, 
And treated him with marv'lous Hoſpitality ; 
Gueſſing he has as clever a Digeſtion 
For Meat and Drink, as Muſic of rare Quality.— 


Not with much Glee the Doctor heard the Ode, 
But turn'd his diſappointed Eyes to Gop; 
And will'd it his own Setting, with a Sigh : 

For, ere to SALISBURY's Houle the Doctor came 


To get, as Opk-SET TER, enroll'd his Name— 
Behold! behold he Wedding was gone by. 


Ah! how unclucky that the Prize was loſt ! 
_ ParsoNs, who e dalh'd through thick and 
thin— 
'EcL1esz the ſecond i like Lightning in, 
When BusNey juſt had reach'd the Di Vance Pot. 
91 Yet, 


* 
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Yet, gentle Muſe, let Candour this alloẽw, 
That, though his Heart was mortified enow, 
The Doctor did his Rival's Art admire, | 
And own'd his «maiden Crotchets full of Fire—' 
Crotchets! though ſweet alas! condemn'd to lie 
Hid, like moſt Royal Virtues, from our Exe! 


Crotchets, that ſongful Mr. Paxsoxs ties 

To Tom's big Phraſe, to make ſublimer Cries: 
Thrice happy Union to entrance the Soul! 

How like the Notes of Cats, a vocal Pair, 

By Boys (to catch their wild and mingled Air) 
Tied Tail to * and . acroſs a oth . 


But where was great 81x Wa nar} all this x time! ? 
Why heard he not the Air and lofty Rhyme? / 
The fleek Welſh Deity, who Muſic knows | 
The ALEXANDER of the“ Tot'n'am Troops, 
Who, tortur'd by. his e W 22 Grunts, 
Whoops, 7. ae or 
Do wondrous Execution 1 * cheir Bows? ? 


1 0 1 ?P 500 T6 ' 


SIR RY Jeep in in n diſmal EY gone 
Far in his Cambrian +: Villa ſat alone: 


Sir Watkyn is a Member of the Antient Muſic, Concert in 
Tettenham-Street, and much attended to both for his Arg and 
Science. 

"7 Wynneſtay. 


To 
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To“ Mrs. WaLsINcHAu he ſcrubb'd his Baſe, 
Whilſt Anger ſwell'd the Volume of his Face, 
Flaming, like Suns of London in a Fog. 
Of Mrs. WaLsIncHam he ſung with Ire; 
His Eyes as red as Ferret's Eyes, with Fire; 
His mighty Soul for Vengeance all agog. 


ACHILLES thus, affronted to the Beard, 

His ſledge- like Fiſt o'er A6AMEMNON rear, d, 
And down his Throat would fain his Words have 

ramm'd: _ 

Who, after Oaths (a pretty decent Volly), 

And rating long the Monarch for his Folly, 
Inform'd the King of Men he might be d—mn'd; 

Then to his Tent majeſtic ſtrode to ſtrum, 

And ſcrape his Anger out on Tweedle-dum. 


* He moulds his Harp (quoth Tom) to Manners 
. «6 
To Kings, for babe-like Manners, ſimple ſty'd, 
And grac'd with Virtues that would fill a Tun: 
To him the Poet humbly makes a Leg, 
Who, Gooſe-like, brooding o'er the fav'rite Egg 
Of Genius, gives the Phoenix to the Sun: 


* The Quarrel between the Knight and the Lady was a won- 
derful one———T antene animis celeflibus ire ? 
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Io him, who for ſuch Eggs is always watching, 
And never more delighted than when hatching ; 
Which makes the number offer'd to the Sun 
So vaſt !—why, verily as thick as Peas, 
That People may collect, with equal Eaſe, 
A thouſand noble Inſtances, as one. | 


A 


What Numbers Wiſdom to his Care hath giv'n! 

All hatch' d—ſome living—others gone to Heav'n: 
Thus i in the 1 Pinnick's Neſt the Cuckow lays, 

Then, eaſy, as a Frenchman, takes her flight: — 
Due Homage to the Eggs the Pinnick pays, 

And brings che me Lubbers into Light, 


The Modern Poet ſings, quoth Tom again, | 
Of M—chs, who, with economic Fury, 
Force all the tuneful world to ToT'n'aM Lane, 
And lock up a all the Doors of harmleſs Duo RY, 


* A Bird lo called in ſome Countries, that attends ppon, the 
Wiſe Bird, and feeds him. | 
+ The Oratorios were to have been performed at Drury-lane, 
in this Year, under the Conduct of Mr. LixLEy and Dr. Ak- 
NOD -MADbAMMAAA was to have exhibited her amazing Powers. 
This would have heen a Death- ſtroke to the Pigmy Performance 
in Tottenham-Court Road. How ſhould the Pigmy be ſaved.— 
Dy killing the Giant .—and lo! his Death-warrant hath been 
ſigned ——By what Power of the Conſtitution ? None Can 


the Grand Monarque do more? Quieguid delirant Reges, pleAuntur 
' Hechivi, 


Say, 


E 
Say, why this Curſe on Dxunxx's harmleſs Door, 5 
That thus, in Anger, M y ſhould lock it? 
Musx, are the Tot'n' am- Street Subfcribers poor? 
Will Drury keep ſome Pence from Torn am's 
Pocket ? | 
Doth threat'ning Bankruptcy extend a Gloom 
O'er the proud Walls of Tot'n'am's Regal Room 2 


2 
— Q OB 


| 

Perchance 'tis Max's Song that gives offence! | 
Hinc ille Lacrymæ /—Oh dear—oh dear! | | 
The Song that once could charm the R—1 Senfe, | | | 
Delights, alas! no more the Royal Ear. | 
Gods! can a Guinea deaden ev'ry Note, | j 


And make the Nightingale's, a Raven's Throat: 


But let me give His M=—y a Hint, 
Freſh from my Brain's prolific Mint— 


Suppoſe we Amateurs ſhould, in a Fury, 

| uſt take it in our John-Bull Heads to ſay 
(And lo! 'tis very probable we may). 

We will have Oratorios at Drury 25 


= 
— : ——— —— 


How muſt he look Blank —wonderfully blank: 


, And think ſuch Speech an Inſult on his Rank. 
What could he do ?—oppoſe with Ire ſo hot? 
I think His M- 


= — — 
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had better 107“ 
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Kings ſhould be never in the wrong * 
They never are, ſome Wiſe-Acres declare. 
Poh ! ſuch a Speech may do for Birth-day Song; 
But makes us Philoſophic People Hare! Ne 


I know a certain Owner of a C-——n, 
Not quite a hundred Mites from Windſor Town, 
Who harbour'd of his Neighbour, horrid Notions— 
A Widow Gentlewoman—who, he ſaid, 
Popp'd from her Window ev'ry Day her Head 
Impertinent, to watch his Royal Motions. 


* Yet let us give an Inſtance of wrong Proceeding.—A cer- 
tain K and Q, inſtead of having Concerts at their 
Palace, in the Style of other Princes, ſuch as the King of 
France, the Emperor, the Empreſs of Ruſſia, &c. have entered 


* 


into a private Subſcription for a Concert in a-pitiful Street. 


They pay their Six Guineas a- piece; and, what is more extra- 
ordinary, get in their Children, as we are told, gratis! What 
is ſtill more extraordinary, they have entered into a Bond for 
borrowing Two Thouſand Pounds for putting the Houſe into a 
decent Repait ; fit for the Reception of the K of the firſt 
Empire upon Earth. Of whom has this Money been, borrowed ? 
Marvelling Reader! of the poor Muficians Fund !—which Mo- 
ney might have been placed out at a much ſuperior Advantage. 
Let me add, that the Subſcribers order a formal Rehearſal pre- 
vious to every Concert; ſo that, in fact, they get a double Con- 
cert for their Money undoubtedly, to the vaſt Satisfaction of 
the Fingers of the happy Cx AUER, BorxGni, Sureip, Cen- 


Erro, &c. who, in this Inſtance, earn their Money not very 
unlike the patient and laborious Animal called a Drayborſe. 


« What ? 
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os What ? what? (quoth M-——y) Fl teach ber 
. Eyes 
To take my Motions by "oy 
One cannot breakfaſt, dine, drink Tea, nor ſup, 
But, whip! the Woman's Head at once is out, 
To ſee and hear what we are all about — 
PII cure her of that Trick and block her up.“ 


Mad as His Military Gracs * 
For fortifying ev'ry Place 
From Dockyards to a Neceſſary, Houſe | 
The M——ch dreamt of nothing but the Wall 
The ſaucy Spit in Petticoats to maul, 
And make her eagle Pride crawl like a Louſe. 


No Workmen came, with formidable Stones, 
Io block up the poor Widow Jonzs— 


' 


Who mark'd this dread Blockade, and with a Frown, 


And'to the Cauſe of Freedom true— 
One of the Old Hen's Chicks fo blue, 
Faſt a as the K— 


dc; nne 


"Twas up—'twas Jaw n—'twas up again— 'twasdown, 
Much did the Country with this Battle ring, 
Between the valiant Widow and the K, 

That Admiration rais'd in Windſor Town: 


59400 


* Duke of Richmond. 


— built Pe the Dame pulPd doum. 
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The mighty, batt' ling Br ovonToNs, and, the 


SLACKS, F 


$1 
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Ne'er knew more hams betta" on n their Backe. 

ging; Heav' ly Mae, how DS Sg > hy 1 
Juſt as it happens, faith, nine Times i in ten, 
When Dames ſo ſpirited engage with Men 

That is—the valiant Wipow n the Day. 
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The K- could 1 not Xi Women maul; 
But found himſelf moſt ſhamefully e 3 
Then very wiſely he retreated, 


And "ay prudently gave 8 the Wall. 


7 


Wan JO I 


. Now ſing, 0 Muſe, the warlike Ammunition. 9 

Usd by the Dame in her beſieg'd Condnion. 
That on the Hoſt of vile Invaders u:; ty 
. Say, did no God nor Goddeſs cry, out, Shame! 

And nobly haſten to relieve the Dame | 


From ſuch a reſolute and hoſtile Crew? _ ed 


Yes—NeupTuNG, like — Granticn , kind, 
Join'd the poor Wipow Joxzs, and ran up ſtairs ; 
There fiercely caught up certain Earthen Wares, 

And, pleas'd his fav'rite Element to find, 

Bid, on their Heads, the briny torrents flow, 
And waſh'd, like Shag, the Combatants below. 


The 
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The ' Goddeſs CLoacma too, ſo hearty, 
Ruſn'd to the Widow's Houſe; and join'd the 
But ſay, what Ammunition fill'd her Hand, 
Much Glory for the Widow to acquire, 
And give to public Scorn the daring Band? 


What that frong Ammunition was, the Bard 
Heard as a Secret—therefore muſt not tell: 
Nor would he, for a Thouſand Pounds Reward,” 
To Beaux reveal it, or the ſweeteſt Belle. 
Vet Nature poſſibly hath, made a Snout, 
Bleſt with Sagacity to ſmell it out, 


Reader, don't ſtand fo, ſtaring like a Calf 

Thy gaping Attitude provokes my Laugh— 

Thou think'ſt that Monarchs never can act ill: 
Get thy Head ſhav'd, thou Fool! or think ſo ſill, 


Whether thou ,deem'ſt my Story NY or true, 
1 value not a Ruſh. | 
Wilt have another ?—* No.” —Nay, a do. 


« I wo'n't. „Thou ſhalt, by * "fo ſo prithes 
huſh! 


But ere I give the Tale, my tuneful Bride; - 
My Lavy Musk, ſhall talk of Kings and Pride. 


2 | Some 
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Some Kings on Thrones are Children on the Lap— 
Children, that all of us ſee ey 'ry Day— 
Brats that kick, ſquall, and quarrel with their Pap, 
| Tearing and ſwearing they will have their Way: 


And what, too, their great Reputation rifles, 
| KinoFquarrel, juſt like Children, about Trifles. | 


Moreover— tis a terrible Affair 
For Knightly Worſhip to be kick'd by Fellows 
Who probably feel half their Time on Air, 
Mending old . or old Bellows. Re 


My Lavy Pla! s a very lofty Beivo;”- | 
Much pleas'd with Peopird ſcraping, vious kneel- 
ing, 
Fruitful in Egotiſms, and full of rage 
HER LApyvshir in nought can brook Denial; 
And, as for Inſult, 'tis a killing Trial, 
And more eſpecially from Men of Rags. 


For Pr1De, ſuch is her Statelineſs, alas ! 
Rather than feel the Kickings of an Af, 
Would calmly put up with a Leg of Horſe ; 
Though pelting her with fifty times the Force: 
Nay, though her Brains came out upon the Ground, 
Were Brains within her Head- piece to be found. 


% 


A KING 


60 
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A KING an, a BRICK-MAKER: 


AA 


A KING, near Pimlico, with Noſe pa ** 1 
Did very much a neighbouring ! Brick-kiln hate, 
Becauſe this Kiln did vomit naſty Smoak: 
Which, Smoak—I can't ſay very neatly bred, 
Did very often take it in the Head: | 
To blacken the Great Houſe, 
- choak. . 


His ſacred My would ar ring ſay, 
Upon a windy Day, | 
ll make the Raſcal and his Brick-kiln hop 
“P. x take the Smoak—the Sulphur!—Zounds!— 
It forces down my Throat by Pounds 
* My Belly is a * Blackſmith's OP. 


One Day, Fe was ſo peſterd by a Cloud 

He could not bear it, and thus bawPd aloud : : 
Go,“ (roar d his M=—y unto a Page) + 
Work'd, like a Lion, to a dev'liſh Rage, 


Z 2 0 
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& Go, tell the Raſcal who the Brick-kiln owns, 

8 That if he dares to burn another Brick, 

<< Black all my Houſe like Hell, and make me 
ſick, | 


* Til tear his Kiln to Rags, and break: his Bones.” 


Off ſet the Page, and ſoon his Errand told: 
On which the Brick-maker—a little bold, 
Exclaim'd, ©; He break my Bones good Matter 
Page! | 
c He ſay my Kiln ſhan' t Win 1 Brick, 
& Becauſe it blacks his Houſe, and makes kim 


fick 
Go give my y Compliments to MasTER's Rage, 
Fn : And ſay, more Bricks I am reſolv'd to burn; 


“ And, if the Smoke his Worſhip's Stomach turn, 
„ To ſtop his Royal Mouth and Snout— 
„ Nay, more, good Pace—His M——y ſhall find 
'H always take th' Advantage of the Wind, 
« And, dami'me,- per arm him out,” 


| This was 4 dreadful Meſſage to a K 


From a He ragged Rogue that dealt i in Mud: 
Ya, though ſo impudent a' Thing, By 


The Fellow' s Rhet'ric could not be withſtood. 


Stil 


LS 
Stiff as againſt poor HasTinos, EpmunD Buxkx, 
This Bx1cK-MAKER went tooth and nail to work, 
And form'd a true Vesuvius on the Eye: 
The Smoke in pitchy Volumes roll'd along, + 
Ruſh'd thro' the Royal Dome with Sulphur ſtrong, . 
Aa then en darken d all the RY: | 


Thus Kid this Cloud of Darkneſs daily hade 
The Building for the Lord's Anointed made, 
And blacken'd i it, like Palls that grace a Burying : 
Thus was this Man of Mud and ſtraw employ” d, 
And, at the Thought ſo wicked, overjoy'd, 
of r nokäng his Fin Sov hate. like a Herring, 


Of ſerving kim as we do Parts of Swin 

Thought, with green Peas, a Diſh ned fine. 

But lo! this baneful Rogue of Brick, | 

Fell, for his Sow'xEION, fortunately ſick, 
And ere the Wretch could pleaſe his'Spleen and Pride 

Of turning Monarchs into Bacon—died. | 


\ * 4 "Ae j 13 
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The modern Bard (quoth Tom) ſublimely ſings 


4. Of ſharp and prudent œconomic Kings, 
Who Rams, and Ewes, and Lambs, and Bullocks, 
1 feed, 


0 Pigs of ev'ry fort of Breed: : 
Stil wlll 
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of Kings who pride themſelves on fruitful Sows; 
Who ſell ſkimm'd Milk, and keep a Guard ſo out 
'To keep t the Geeſe, the thieviſh,Raſcals, out, 

That ewry Morgjng, us! d 0 Huck, he nn bid 


of Kings, 85 + Cabbage + and Caray plant 
For ſuch as wholelame Vegetables want ;— 

Who. feed; too, Poultry for the People's ſake, 
Then ſend i it ach the Villages in Carts, 
To cheer (how wondrous kind!) the bungry Hearts 

Of ſuch as only' pay for what 9 1 2 take. 3 


The Poet now, quoth Tom's rare Lijcubiaon, 
Singeth Commercial Treaties— Commutation-— 
Taves on Paint, Pomatum, Milk of Roſes, 
Olympian Dew, Gloves, Sticking - Plaſter, Hats, | 
Quack Medicines for. tick bo ang and ſound 
Kal; 
And all that charms o our r Eyes, or r Mouths, or r Noſes, 


[ n air f ID" 34) 2 V. 1 iy 
The modern Bard, fave Tom, fublimely 15 
NA ene 110 Fo £h 2-7 
Of virtuous, gracious, good, uxorious Kings, 


1s it | poſſible for zh this Story to | be true? 2 We woulg rather 
give it as apocryphal. 


©+ Mr, Warton ſays i in his Ode, « Who plant the Civic Bay; 
—but he aſuredly m meant Cabbage. and Carrots ;—the * 


9018 


| proves it. il a 
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Who love their Wives ſo conſtant from their Heart, 
Who down at Windſor daily go à ſhopping— 
Their Heads ſo lovely into Houſes popping, 

And doing Wonders in the haggling Art. 


And why, i in God's Name, ſhould not n and 
Kings ( 
Purchaſe a Comb, or Corkſcrew, Lace for Cloaks, 
Edging for Caps, or Tape for Apron-ſtrings, 

Or , . Bobbin, cheap as other Folks? 


Reader! to make thine Eyes with Wonder ſtare, 

Farthings : are not beneath the Royal Care! 
Farthings | are helpleſs Children of a Guinea: 

If not well watch'd, they travel to their Coſt ! 
For, lo! each Copper-viſag'd little Ninney 

Is very apt to ſtray, and to be loſt. 


Extravagance I never dar'd defend— 

d have a Monarch fave a Candle-End; | 

Since 'tis an Axiom ſure, the more Folks ſave, | 

The more, indiſputably, they muſt have. 

Crown'd Heads, of ſaving ſhould appear Examples; 

And Britain really boaſts two pretty mo ? 
The modern Poet ſings, quoth Tom again, 
Of ſweet Exciſemen an obliging Train; 

| Who, 


| 
| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
|; 
| 
| 
|| 


Who, like our Guardian Angels, watch our Houſes, 


[344]. 


And add. another civil Obligation 
That aHeth"gteatly't6' our "Reputation— = 


f Es in our Abſences, our loving 33 


Reader! when tir' d, Im fond of: taking Breath. 
Now, as thou doſt admire the true Sublime, | 
And, conſequeritly, my immortal Rhyme, 

Tis clear chou never can ſt deſire 195 Death : — 
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Swans, in their TROY melt a ae 

If that's the Cafe then, Reader, ſo might * off 
Let me then join my, Wiſhes—itay my 2 ahh 
Ant weite ry Lungs t to ing; a ſecond Wartet 
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2 8 AN me an honeſt Fame, or F me 
none, 
Says Porz (I don't know where) a little Lie; 
Who, if he prais'd a man, twas in a Tone 
That made his Praiſe like Bunches of Sweet -Briar, 
Which, whilſt a pleaſing Fragrance it beſtows, 
Pops out a 1 aA an Jou Noſe. 
f | 
Were late; to FATS who fill a Bern 
« Grant me an honeſt Fame, or grant me none;“ 
Such PrINCEs were upon the forlorn Hope,— | 
Soon, very ſoon, to Reputation dead ; - | i'n 
Their idle Laureats, faith, might ſhut up Shop, | 
And bid their lofty Genius go to bed. 


I beg you will not cultivate Digreſſion— 
Plead not the Poet's quidlibet audendi ; | 

For ſurely there are Limits to th* Expreſſion. 
Then ceaſe to wanton thus in. Epiſode, 
And tell the World of Mr. Wax rox's Ode. 


1 1 


Muſe, this is all well ſaid; but, not t'offend ye, | | 
| 
| 
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The modern Poet, Laureat Thomas fays, 
To Boraxx's grand Ifland tunes his Lays, 
Fix'd for the Swains and Damfels of St. Giles, 
\ Whoſe Knowledge in the Hocus-Pocus Art 
Bids them from BRTTAIN ſomewhat ſudden ſtart, 
To teach to ſouthern Climes their Miniſterial Wiles: 


Improve the Wiſdom of the Common Weal, 
And teach the ſimple Natives how to ſteal, | 
The; Picklock Sciences o dark, explain, 
And to ingenious Murther turn each Brain. 
| | 4 6 
Quoth Tom again—the modern Poet ſings 
Of ſweet, good - natur'd, inoſfenſive Kings; 
Who, by a Miracle, eſcap'd with Life— 
Eſcap'd a Damſel's moſt tremendous Knife; 
A Knife that had been taught, by Toil and Art, 
To pierce the ,Bowels of a Pye 'or. Tart. 


Thus, having giv'n a full Diſplay 

Of what our Laureat ſays, or,meant to ſay; 
Pl beg of Thomas to inſtruct my Ears, 

Why, on his Verſes, he ſhould call 
The Knights who grac'd the high-arch'd Hall, 
A ſet of * Bears? 15 


* Vid. the Word 3 in the 1 Ode for the New 
Year. 


Why 


L 1 
Why the bold ſteel-clad Knights of :elder Days 
Are not intitled to a little Praiſe, 
Who for God's Cauſe e Houſe; and Hur 

ſell; UN TIES ER 210 75 Win 
As well as Monarchs of the lon Date, 
Whoſe dear Religion, of which Poets prate, 
Might lodge, without much ſqueezing, in a Nut- 


hell? 1 5 97 23 wo #1 
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„What King hath ſmall Religion! 7 thou replieſt— 
4 the 8 thou meaneſt—Bard, thou 
% « lieſt, ” 


Fold, eee foi WF ge Jug Thing 

That add not to the Piety-of . 

I've ſeen a K. at Chapel, I declare, 

Lawn, gape, laugh i in the middle of a Pray” r— | 1 
When inwards his ſad Optics ought to roll, 

| To view the dark Condition of his Soul; 

Catch up an Opera- Glaſs with curious Eye, 

Forgetting God, ſc ſome Stranger 8 Phuz, to ſpy,, 


As tho' deſirous to obſerve, if Heav'n \ 
Had Chriſtian Features to the Viſage giv'n; 

Then turn, (for kind Communication, keen) 

And tell ſome new- found Wonders to 3 


« Ah! 
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& Ah! Peter, Peter,“ Laureat Thomas cries, 

Thou halt no Fear of /Kincs before thy Eyes; 

+ Great—Little—all, with thee, are equal Jokes, 
And mighty Monarchs merely common Folks. 
Ah! wicked; wicked, wicked Peter, know 

K. now what A w_ That Monarchy: are not merely 


5 


"Show's | Heh 
87 Seal they Put and on a glorious Scale.“ 
To this 1 anſwer, Thomas, with a Tale. 


A Duke of Burgundy (I know not which) 
Thus 6n'a' certain time, addreſs'd a Poet 
e I'm much afraid of that ſame ſcribbling Itch 


* 
f 


Vou' ve Wit but pray be cautious how you ſhow it; 


< Say nothing in your Rhymes about a King 
If Praiſe—” tis Lies——if $46 about 
on. Thing,” C130 | 


That is, the Noni beliey d the "EM uncivil, 


Might kick che ſaucy Poet to the Devil. 


Au 


T. W. 
PErEA, there „ Odds twixt ar An and ſtark mad— 
- nne stisch 
AN 7 r. 
— [ 1 lüb J 74 


Who FEY ky at? 7 80 ide bs, egad! 
* 
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Thou winkel na Prince, of Common Senſe poſſeſt— 
dA Ee P. P. | 


F 
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* x vat art yi I proteſi—- 5 

On STANISLAUS the Muſe could pour her 1 
Who, dying, ſunk 3 Sun upon Lorraine 
Too, like the parted SUN, with Glory crown'd— 
He fill'd with Bluſhes deep th Horizon round. 
FaeDERICK the GREAr, who died the other day, 
Had for himſelf, indeed, a deal to ſay. 

We muſt not touch upon the KINd's — 
Becauſe (I fear) he ſeldom, ſaid his. Pray'rs—, 
Nor dare we ſay the HERO was no Ps 

Becauſe he plunder d ev'ry Body's Wares. 


A ; 
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I'm told the Expyron.- is valtly wiſe— b 
And hope that Madame Fame hath not told Lies: 
Let, in his Diſputations with the Dutch, 

The Moxakch's Oratory was not much: 

Full many a Trope from Bayonet and Drum 
He threaten'd—but, behold! *twas all a Hum. 


Wiſe' are our gracious Os erb Relations, 
The Pride and Envy of the German Nations 
People of Faſhion, Worſhip, Wealth, and State— 
Lo! what Demand for them, in Heaw'n, of late! 


Lo! with his Knapſack, ev'n juſt now departed, 
As fine a Soldier, faith, as ever ſtarted— 


Whom 


T. % 3 
Whom Death did almoſt dead to lay his Clatos on— 
Old Captain—what* 8 his Nite — 3 "3 
AUA os OT! We 
For whom (with Zeal; du M en On 
We once again are blacken'd up by Mourning; | 
To ſhow, by Glove, Cloth, Ribband, Crapè a wy Fan, 
A Peck of Trouble for ih old Gentleman. 


* 11258 
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Good-lack-a-dai ife then! hat Dozens N 
Our Q—hath got of Uncles, Aunts, and Coufins! | 
Egad, if thus thofe Folks continue dying, © 285 
Each Barron doom'd to diſmal Back,” 18825 
Muſt always bear a Heatſe'like Back, 
And, like Heraciitus, be always crying. 


Great is the Northern EueR Ess, I confeſs) 
Much, inher Humour, like our good QuerN Bxss: 
She keeps her fair Court-Damesfrom getting 1 drunk; 
And all fo temperate herſelf, Folks ſay, 
She ſcarcely drinks a Dozen Drams a "Day ; 
And, in Love-matters, is a QunkN of Spumt. 
And when on Horſe-back—lo ! with many Pride, 
This brave SEMIRAMIS' e fit\gftride | 


oil. 40% 6 511 
ns Great Uncle 1 to our moſt | gracioi Q.. LE died in — 
EurkROR's Service. We te 

+ At an Aſſembly, ſome Years ſince, at Petortbngs r. 
was honoured with the Enrezss' 5 Preſence, * one of the Rules 


was, * That no Lady ſhould come drunk into the Room.” 


1 Yet 
5 


T 
Yet like I not ſuch Woman for a Wife 

Such Heroines, in a matrimonial Strife, 
Might hammer from one's fender Head hard Notes: 

I own my Delicacy is ſo great, 

I cannot in Diſpute; with Rapture, meet 
Women who look like Men in Petticoats. 

Oft in a learn'd Diſpute upon a Cap, 

By way of Anſwer, one might have a Slap 
P'rhaps. on. a ſimple Petticoat or -Gown— 

Nay ! poſſibly on Mapan's being % 
And really, I would rather be knock'd down 

By Weight of Argument, than Weight of 1/7. 


I like not Dames whoſe Converſation runs 

On Battles, Sieges, Mortars and great Guns 
The milder | BeauTIEs win my ſoften'd Soul; 

Who look for Faſhions with deſiring Eyes; 
Pleas'd when on Wigs the Converſations roll, 


Cork Rumps, and mn and Lovers? 
One. 


Love! EVE I marry, give me not an Ox 

I hate. a Woman like a SENTRY-BOX ; 

Nor can I deem the Dane a charming Creatu?e - 
Whoſe hard Face holds an Oath in ev'ry Feature. 
In Women—Angel-ſweetneſs let me ſee— 

No & Horſe-Godmothers for me. - 


I own 
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I own I cannot brook ſuch many Belles 
As MADEMOISELLE D'Eons, and HANNAH SNELL 5, 


Let Men are there, (how ſtrange are Love's De- 


| crees !) A | 
Whom vulgar, coarſe IAck- G ENTLEWOMEN pleaſe, 


How diff” rent, SILVIA, from thy Form ſo fair 
That triumphs in a Love-inſpiring Air; 
Superior beaming ev'n where Thouſands ſhine— 
Thy Form ! where all the tender Graces play, 
That, bluſhing, ſeem in ev'ry Smile to ſay, 
6 Behold! we boaſt an Origin divine!“ 


See too the QOugEN or FRANCR—a Gem, I ween! 
With rev'rence let me hail that charming Queen, 
Bliſs to the King, and Luſtre to her Race: 
Though Venus gave of Beauty half her Store, 
And all the Gzaczs bid a World adore— 
Her ſmalleſt Beauties are the Charms of Face. 


T. W. 
Heav'ns! why abroad for Virtues muſt you roam ? 


P. P. 


[ 


Becauſe I cannot find them, Tom, at Home. + 
I beg your Pardon—yes—the'PzIiNnce'of WALES 
(Whoſ, e Actions ſmile Contempt on ScaxpAL's 


Ranks 


Wu 


LEE - 
4 13 
Ranks in tie Vrüfe's "Favour, igh= . 118 I 
Tait gen, Fake, 8 uld name with Faf 
Bleſt Witk 57f HEB ; Heart: 1 is Po 9 
Then — As) 11602 3 molt , 
Prr 's Soul would eaſe om many a Sigh. 


 The'erouching Courtler, that furibinlt i Tune, 
And leafn to peak and grin fro GRE 10he, In 
Who watch, Me Dancing · Dogs, their Maſter's Nd, 
Aue yeady ud, if Forſewhipp/d ffom' their Places, 
At CARLTON. Hobsk to ſhew their Lipple Faces, 
And cattthe Px dhe) lf, 4 Gb. 


\ 99 1 n IT. W. a0 5H 007 950 
mach tho nt © Cle doch ho Arts poſſels? 


* 23K Al Toft £1 b. P. bas . 511 7 Hts 
8 ew #1 * 
1018 1 150 Mad Fine! F. P. in Ty 2 4 * Faro! 


Arts A ee Fd en Tom-yes! 
WN if | IT. W. 3» } ugot ih Hem i} 9H 


Think'ſt thou not C.xsas, would each Joy forego, 
To make his Children happy? | 


* n EC yp" 
Ti 7 : 94 928 \ * 74 4 41 * 131 L 


No, Tom—no. 


* MET . 715 [tt P 


» Ii Arm 1 10 T. W. n JONSE 4 124682 8 
Wha dar one Bag) 16 bieg e Chil beſtow 3 | 
JAGMASE n 14/11 P. p. mt 200415 6. 10. 1) 


| ; 
Heav'n | help thy Folly —no, Tom—no, Tom—no! 
a 2 | A a Th e 


— 
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| The ſordid Souls that Avarice  enflaves, - 


Would gladly graſp their Guineas in their Graves 
Like that old GREEK—a miſerable Cur, 
Who made himſelf his own eee | 


A Cat is with her Kittens mach delighted ; 
She licks ſo lovingly their Months and Chins: 
At ev'ry Danger, Lord! how Puſs is frighted— 
She curls her Back, and ſwells her Tail, and grins: - 
Rolls her wild Eyes, and claws the Backs of Curs 
Who ſmell too curious to her Children's Furs. 


This happens whilſt her Cats are young, indeed; 
But when grown up, alas! how chang'd their Luck! 

No more fhe plays at Bo-peep with her Breed, 
Lies down, and mewing bids them come and ſuck, 


No more ſhe ſports and pats them, friſks and purs ; 
Plays with their little Tails, and licks their Furs; 
But when they beg her Bleſſing and Embraces, 
Spits, like a dirty Vixen, in their Faces. 


Nay, after making the poor Lambkins fly, 
She watches the dear Babes with ſquinting Eye; 
And if ſhe ſpies them with a Bit of Meat, 
Springs on their Property, and ſteals their Treat 
No more a tender Love ſhe ſeems to feel— 

The Dev'l, for her, may eat *em at a Meal— 


With 
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With all ber Soul—the Jade, ſo wond' rous ſaving, 


Cries, Off! You now are at * own Beard- 
„ ſhaving.” | 


So—to ſome K——4 this Evil doth belong 
Th' Intelligence is good, I make no doubt— . 
Who really love their Offspring when they're young, 
But loſe that fond Affection when they're ſtout; 
Far off they ſend them—not a Sixpence give— 
I wonder, Thomas, where ſuch M——xs live! 


Should ſuch one, Thomas, come actoſs thy way, 
And for thy Flatt'ry, offer Buts of Sack; 
Say plainly,” that he would diſgrace thy Lay; 
And turning on him thy Pindaric Back, 
Bid, like a Porcupine, thine Anger briſtle, 
Nor damn thy precious Soul to wet thy Whiſtle, 
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-C.O-N. C.L.U-8.:10: KN. 
TH INK not, Friend TOs I envy "theo ay 
Rhyme, . 
By numbers, I aſſure thee, deem'd foblime ; ; 
Or that thy Laureat's Place my Spleen provokes ; 
"The King (good Man ) and I ſhould neyer quarrel, 
F'en though his Royal Wiſdom gave the Laurel 
To Mr. Ton-A. STILES or Jonx-a-Noxes. „ 


Old-faſhion'd, as if tutor'd in the Ark, | 
I never figh'd for Glory's high Degrees; 
This very Inſtant, ſhould our Grand 'Monargque 
Say, © PETER; be my Laureat, if you pleaſe * 


No, pleaſe your Majeſty,” ſhould be my Anſwer, 
With ſweeteſt Piffidence and modeſt Grace: 
« The Office ſuits a more ingenious Man, Sir; 
In God's Name, therefore, let him have the 
Place: 
„ Unlike the Poets, *tis my vaſt Affliction 
“ To be a miſerable Hand at Fiction. 


« But, Sir, I'll find ſome Lyric Undertaker, 

« Acroſtic, Rebus, or Conundrum-Maker, 

& Who oft hath rode old Pegaſus ſo fiery, 

% And won the Sweepſtakes in the Lavyy's Diary.” 


AN 


4 
— 
a4 
Oo 
UN 
F 
UN 
O 
. 
& 
— 
U 
© 
2 
has 
O 
. 
< 


T 0 


* 


ODE UPON ODE: 


O R, 


- A PEEP AT SAINT JAMES', 
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APOLOGETIC POSTSCRIPT | 
T 0 | | | 
\ | i 
ODE UPON OD E, [ 
op N 
RAD R, I ſolemnly proteſt, ö 1 
I thought that I had work'd up all my rhyme! | 1 
What ſtupid Demon hath my brain poſleſs'd ? | 
I prithee pardon me this time. | 
Afford thy patience through more Ode; | 
"Tis not a vaſt extent of road: | 1 
Iogether let us gallop then along: 
Moſt nimbly ſhall old Pegaſus, my hack, ſtir, 
To drop the image —prithee hear more ſong, 
Some more laſt words of Mr. Baxter?” 
| | ; | \ 
ODE, | 
| 


WORLD! top thy mouth I am reſolv d to rhyme 
I cannot throw away a vein ſublime. 

If I may take the liberty to brag, 

I cannot, like the fellow in the Bible, 

Venting upon his maſter a rank libel, 
Conceal my talent in a rag. 

Kings muſt continue ſtill to be my theme— - 

Eternally of Kings I dream. 


As beggars ev'ry night, we muſt ſuppoſe, 


Dream of their vermin, in their beds; 
Beeauſe, as ev'ry body knows, 
Such things ate always running in their heads, 


Beſides—were I to write of common folks, 

No ſoul would buy my rhymes ſo ſtrange, and jokes; 
Then what becomes of mutton, beef, and pork— 
How would my maſticating muſcles work? 


Indeed; 1 dare not ſay they would be idle, 
But, like my Pegaſus's chops, ſo ſtout, 

Who plays and wantons with his bridle, 
And nobly flings the foam about. 
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So mine would work—--on: what? my reader cries, 
With a. ſtretch'd pair of unbelteving eyes— 
Heav'n help thy moſt unpenetrating. wit! 

On a hard morſet—Hunczr's iron bit. 


By all the rbyming goddeſſes and gods 
I will—I mu, perſiſt in Odes 
And not a pow'r on earth ſhalt hinder 
I hear both * Univerſities exclaim, | 
* PETER, it is a glorious road to fame 
« Euge, Poeta magne—well ſaid, Pixar!” 


Yet ſome approach with apoſtolic face, 
And ery, O PeTER, what a want of grace 
* Thus in thy rhyme to roaſt a King!” 
I roaſt a King! by heav'ns tis not a fact 
I ſcorn ſuch wicked and diſloyal act 
Who dares aſſert it, ſays a ſlanderous thing. 


Hear what 1 have to ſay of Kings 
If unſublime they deal in childiſh things, 


——— 


* The violenee of the Univerſities on this occaſion may pro- 
bably ariſe from the contempt throws on them by His Majefty's 
ſending the Royal children to Gottengen for: education; but 
have not their Majeſties amply made it up to Oxford by a viſit 
to that celebrated ſeminary—and is not Cambridge to receive 

the ſame honour ? | | 


And 
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And yield not, of reform, a ray of hope; 
Each mighty Monarch ſtraight appears to me 
A roaſter of himſelf— Felo de ſe— 
I only act as Cook, and diſh him ups. 


Reader! another ſimile as rare - 
My verſes form a ſort of bill of fare, hy 

| Informing gueſts what kind of fleſh and fiſh 
Is to be found within each diſh ; 
That eating people may not be miſtaken, 

And take for ortolan, a lump- of bacon, 


Whenever I have heard of Kings 
Wha place in goflipings, and news, their pride, 
And knowing family concerns—mean 2601-68 
Very judicioufly indeed, I've cry d, 
J wonder 
« How their blind ſtars could make ſo groſs a blun 
der! 


© Inſtead of fitting on a throne 
<« In purple rich—of ſtate. ſo full, 
„They ſhould have had an apron on, 
&« And, ſeated on a three-legg'd ſtool, 
4 Commanded of jdead hair, the * 1 
" To do * wy upon 3 | 
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“ By ſuch miſtakes, is nature often foil'd : 
“ Such improprieties ſhould never ſpring— 

« Thus a fine chattering barber may be ſpoil'd, 
« To make a moſt indiff rent King.” 


« Sir, Sir, (I hear the: world exclaim) 
« At too high game you impudently aim 
How dare you, with your jokes and gibes, 
Tread like a horſe on kingly kibes?“ 


Folks who can't ſee their errors, can't reform : 
No plainer axiom ever came from man ; 
And *tis a Chriſtian's duty, in a ſtorm, 
To fave his finking neighbour, if he can: 
Thus I to Kings my Ode of Wiſdom pen, 
| Becauſe your Kings have ſouls like common men. 


The Bible warrants me to ſpeak the truth— ; 
Nor mealy-mouth'd my tongue in filence keep: = 
Did not good NaTHax tell that buckiſh youth, |: 
David the Kine, that he ſtole ſheep ? | 


Stole poor Ur1an's little fav'rite lamb— 
An eye it chanc'd to be, and not a ram— | | 
For had it been a ram, the royal glutton | i 
Had never meddled with URIAn's mutton. Ho | 


What 
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What modern Couttier, pray, hath got the fics 
To fay to Majeſty—* O King, 
« At fuch a time, in ſuch à place, 
* You did a very foaliſh thing ?” 
What Courtier, not a foe to his own glory, 


- Would publiſh of his King this fimple Rory ? 


APPLE DUMPLINGS D a KING. 


ONCE on a time, a Monarch, tir'd with hooping, 
Whipping and ſpurring, 
Happy in worrying 
A poor, defenceleſs, harmleſs buck, 
The horſe and rider wet as muck, 
From his high conſequence and wiſdom ſtooping, 
 Enter'd, through curioſity, a cot, | 
Where fat a poor old woman with her pot. 


The wrinkl'd, blear-ey'd, good old granny, 
In this fame cot illum'd by many a cranny, 
Had finiſh'd apple dumplings fox her pot: 
In tempting row the naked dumplings lay, 
When, lo! the Monarch, in his uſual way, 
Like lightning ſpoke, © What's this? —_— this? 
what? what?“ 


Then taking up a dumpling in his hand, 
His eyes with admiration did expand 
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And oft did Majeſty the dumpling grapple: 
Nis monſtrous, monſtrous hard indeed, he cried ; 
* What makes it, Pray” ſo hard he Dame re- 

plied, 

Low curtſying, Pleaſe Your Majeſty, the apple.” 


« Very aſtoniſhing indeed !—ſtrange thing!“ 

Turning the dumpling round, rejoin'd the King. 
« *Tis moſt extraordinary then, all this is 
< It beats Pinetti's conjuring all to pieces 

* Strange I ſhould never of a dumpling dream 


„ But, Goody, tell me where, where, where's the 
ſeam ?”? 


ce Sir, there's no ſeam (quoth ſhe) ; 1 never knew 
* That folks did apple dumplings /ew,” — _ 

« No! (cried the ſtaring Monarch with a orin)” 

* How, how the devil got the apple 1 in?“ 


Reader, al likeſt not my tale—look ſt þ blue _ 
Thou art a Courtier—roareſt © Lies, Lies, Lies!” 
Do, for a moment, {top thy cries— 

I tell thee, roaring infidel, tis true. 


Why ſhould it not be true? The greate/t men 

May aff: a fooliſh queſtion now and then— | 
This is the language of all ages : 

Folly lays many a trap—we can't eſcape it: 

Nemo (ſays ſome one) omnibus horis ſapit : 

Then why not Kings, like me and other ſages? 
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Far from deſpiſing Kings, I like the breed, 
Provided King-like they behave : 
Kings are an inſtrument we need, 
Juſt as we razors want——to ſhave 
To keep the State's face ſmooth—give it an ait— 
Like my Lord North's ſo jolly, round, and fair. 


My ſenſe of Kings tho? freely I impart— 
I hate not royalty, Heav'n knows my heart: 
Princes and Princes I like, ſo loyal 
Great GORE 's children are my great delight; 
The ſweet Auguſta, and ſweet Princeſs Royal, 
Obtain my love by day, and pray'rs by night. 


10 I like Kings—and oft look back with pride 
Upon the Edwards, Harrys of our iſle—— 
Great ſouls! in virtue as in valour try'd, 
Whoſe actions bid the cheek of Britons ſmile. 
Muſe! let us alſo forward look, 
And take a peep into Fate's book. 


Behold! the ſceptre young Avevsrus ſways; 
I hear the mingled voice of millions rife ; 
I ſee uprais d to. Heav'n their ardent eyes; 
That * their end aſk a length of * 


Bright in the brigbtgft 2 of renown, 
Behold fair Fame his youthful temples crown 


With 


\ - 
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With layfels of vnfading, benz FRI 
Behold Dokitniow {ſwell beneath his care, | 
And GENTUS, riſing. from 2 dark deſpair, 


His lon ee fires ere "I 
{JUDI IK. 4179 U 


Such are the Kings that ſyit my taſte, I rv 


Not 750% where all the littleneſſes join— 
Whoſe ſoul&ſhohl ſtart to find their lot a throne, 


— Aichin JEL s 
And blut to fhew their noſes on a 
A bas gut orb dw AJ GA 7 
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Reader, a elr 0 of wicked app lications, i dai 
I now allude to "Kings of fareign 1 nations. 


il 
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Poets (ſo unimpeach'd iradition ſays) 
The ſole "Hiſtorians were f antient fa. 1 
| SA. 
Who help'd their heroes Fame' 8 high hill t to. c lamber; 
Penning their glorious acts i in language ſtrong, ; 
And thus preſerving, by immortal long, "Pp 
be 


Their names amidſt their tyneful amber. 
I OR Y Ne 5? een Tubs ot b Arft! I 
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What am J. doing? ? Lord! he very fame. 20H 
Preſerving many a deed deſerving Fame, 
Which that old  an-devowrigg ſhark Fall d Time 
Would, without, ceremony gat , % 
In my opinion, = too rich a treat—— 


1 therefore merit 9 1 Sth 5 ol 


N ws & n. 
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« All this is laudable, (a Quaker eries) 
« But let grave Wiſdom all thy verſes rule; 


« Put out thine IR ON Y's two ſquinting NOPE 


« Deſpiſe thy grinning monkey, RIDICULE.” 


What! flight my ſportive monkey, RIDICULE, 


Who acts like birch on boys at ſchool, 


Neglecting leſſons—truant, perhaps, whole weeks! - 


My RIDICULE,. with humour fraught, and wit, 
Is that ſatiric friend, a gouty fit, 
Which bites men into health and roſy cheeks. 


A moral Mercury that cleanſeth ſouls 
Of ills that with them play the devil 
Like mercury that much the pow'r controuls 
Of NY gain d from ladies over civil, 


Reader, Tu brag a little, if you pleaſe; | 
The antients did fo, therefore why not 7? 

Lo! for my wondrous cures I aſk no fees, 

Whilſt other Doctors let their patients die; 


That is, ſuch patients as can't pay for cure — 
A very ſelfiſh, wicked thing, I'm ſure. 


Now though I'm foul phyſician to the King, 
I never begg'd of him the ſmalleſt thing 
B b 3 


— ß 
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For all che threſning of f my virtuous ne 
Nay, were I my poor pocket's: ſtate t impart, 


_ So well I Ro] / royal: patient's heart. 


He would not giye me to pence for my pains. 


But hark! folks ſay the King, is very mad Tt 
The news, if true, _indeed, were very ſad, 
And far too ſerious an affair to mock i Wo 
Yet how can this | AGTEE with what! I've heard, I 
* 81 much b him at are my rhymes rever d — 


Fos 


He g9e 7 bynting 3 vith them | 171 his 4 f 


oc 


881 


vorord 7: \ JU \l 
And when thrown lich often is the caſe, | 


(In bacon. hunting, or of bucks the race) 
My. verſe ti much. is Majeſty bevitches, | 
That out he pulls'm m y honour” d Odes, it er 
And reads ens on "is turnpike toadg— * "> 
Now under Ae ad edges now i in Wia 3 


Weed "616 Amme CA Wund-! ber, ani 4 
That ſtrikes tretehdous on my eür 3" Poros 7 off | 
It ſays, Gre&t Arden, comionly eall'd Pepper, 


Of mighty George's thunderholts the . 


Jutt like f Jupiter the famous eagle, 


Is crder'd vor od inet ede. 11 9tus959tt 


Bur; eagle; Peppers give! my lote 51 Wor) Wort « 
Unto thi» lotty 9 Vn, 2boog dou? 


woil ht 50 i 10 | a And 


wo oc. 
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And afk how it can ſquare with bes engt, 4 

To bid thee, without mercy, fallon, 1509 1 1 

With thy ſhort ſturdy beak; and iron talon, 

A pretty, little, harmleſs, cooing pigeon > FF 

ns T0 | ES 

By Heav'ns, 1 difbelieve the fa: 

A Monarch cannot ſo ee eit 
On o e notte 007 161 5 

Suppoſe that Kings, ſo rich, are abba} nun 


Praying and preſſin ing Miniſters fir money ; © var 


| Bidding t them on our hive (| poor bees!) be TY 


"Irving to ſhake out all our hone 


I Karle, 
10 5! CO ITY N Pp 2. (\ * : i > j 


; zo 81117 ay Say J (t]) 


Pray, ſhan't we be allowd. to ſmile? 3 75 * 
To cut a a joke, or epigram contrive, 5 
By way of: ſolace for © our r plunder d be? 


a 1 4 
„% $A 


A King of France, T ve loſt the, Monarchs name,) 
Who avaricious got, himſelf, _ | rd 
By moſt unwannerly and. thieyiſh,plunges, 

Into, his, ſubjeQs purſgs, 2921090) 0 510 10 
A deep manguyre;that obtain d. their qurſes, 1 

Becauſe it treated. gentlefolks like u. bit F 

To ſhow how much they n, eee [ 

Such goods and chattel-ſeizing, ol t 9: 


My, "Wd 2< ein 


Offi; ©! Wo 374, 


| They e libels 10 . their b, 

'To comfort, in ſome ſort, their 'ſouls, 

For ſuch 4 Humber ef large Holes, 
Fat _ this: FR Rat i in n eſtate; 


511 as Ts 1 


The PREMIER op'd his gullet like a ſhark, 

To hear ſuch ſatires on the Grand Monarque, 

And roar' d Meſſieurs, you ſoon ſhall 6 
« My criticim upon your ballads, | '' | 
<< Not to your taſte ſo ſweet as frogs and ſallade, 

A ſtricture critical yciep'd BASTILE.” 


e JEM 20A Im Aim N | r 1117 
But mne hes ticlings to the W 2 
Then ſwore par Dieu that he would quickly "SAP 
Unto the grinding: ſtone their noſes down—- " 
No, not a ſonl of dem ſhould ever thrive j5/50 | | 
He'd flay them, like rey BARTLEMEW, alive 


„g kor dar Ap inſult the Crown... os, 


u 46 . o1-4Sr6h4 yourr Aft n TI 
The Monarch heard Monſicor/Ie Pu NIE A ont, 
And, ſmiling on his loyalty ſe- ſtout, 1 2 | 

| Revlied2=Monfient le Parry you are wrong, MI + 


« Don't of ille pleaſure ler them be debarrd-— 
f 4 You know how we have ſerv'd War end tis 
ö 10 fu ieee e ene ] 


oy "Ine AAradact NONE have * ek „ 7 
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Ovid, 
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Ov, ſweet ſtory-teller of old times, 
Unluckily tranſported, for his rhymes, 

Addreſs'd his book before he bade it walk; 
Therefore my Worſhip, and my Ga, 1 
In imitation of ſuch claſſic mode, 

Muſt, like two Indian nations, have a Talk. 


« Dear Ode ! whole verſe the true ſublime affords, 
Go, viſit Kings, Queens, Paraſites, and Lords 

« And if thy modeſt beauties they adore, 

& Inform them, they ſhall ſpeedily have more.“ 


But poſſibly a mighty King may fay-— 
„ Ode! Ode !—What? What? Ibate your . 
1110 haranguings 7 off 1 10 47 | 
« pa rather hear a. jackaſs "> | acl] 
“ never nn A * worth the ae 


1 8 Cf A PLS SLA [1 


. 
* a5 


I'll teach the ſaucy "AN to laugh at . he” 
Ves, yes, the rhyming rogues their ſongs ſhall rue, 
A ragged, bold-fac'd, ballad- ſinging crew. 


Ves, yes, the poets ſhall my pow'r-confeſs ; 


I' maul that de deal. call d the __ # 
nico“ bv ava ow word won -u 
If furious 5 3 a King of glory, . 


Tell him, O gentle Muſe, this pithy ſtary: 
& Canute 


„In 
ha was” by His nobles taught to faricy, 
i y Kind of roy nitttomancy | | 
„He haft the power Old Ocean to controul 
„Down Tufh'd tie Royal Dane upon the Strand, 


And iſſued, like a Solomon, command 
nid; Diamond Us, 464 Fest uur“ | 


«4 4 


211 a 8 520 
Go back; ye n you, dum weer = 
1119 hens ec OL 101 Suns 1 te jth 


4 Touch not your Lord and Maſter 98 oll 
For by my pqw'r almighty, if you ©. 
$ Then ſtaring vengeance—out he held a ſtick, 
N Jonins to ſdxive Old. Ocean to Old Nich, 
„ $hou/d.hg eyn wei che Hiebe of bia ſhoe.” 


„id 150 7 90} Yi rad 2 111591} 10 * 


Ihe 8 5 a retir' d-rthe M. onarch fierce ral on, 
\ a look'd as if he'd drive im Rem t the land 


But Ska nt caring to be put upon. 
noi BORA ahoment, * bold fart : 6 


Not % ale mal e Ts tand Aid r. OckAN, 
eſt 


But & Y IV 3 ,2q4607 VBLI1\ Hp n 
waves he ma a motion, 


But, CT 30 118 Re W1LTOAL Kin S108 n Pic 
And bid them ive the Kin zart), trimming: 


2 ors foe ef 1 ww ftitoH 51 


1 e, ordexs ſeem'd a waves to tickle, 
"190 115 A le FIND 
For — Wh put his Majeſty in Rete; 1 


And ſat his Royalties, like getle, a ſwimming. 


your Vio St >: 57 


All hand? oft. . Vith one Yew 64 roar, ＋ 
Soon did they make him wiſh himfelf on ſhore; 
| h Vis 


His 


31 muſe en | 
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His head 5 ears moſt bandſamely ee 


Juſt like a porpoiſe, with one general out, 
The waves ſo tumbled the poor King — 8 


| Mo Anabaptiſt e er was at Þ, ſend. G * 


} 1945! if 58 


At ah to land der 4. a half . | thing, 


Indeed more like a crab than like a King, 


And found his Courtiers making rueful faces: 
But what ſaid Canute to the Lords and Gentry, 


Who haiP'd him from the water, om hig entry, 
All e 225 ah e places? 


if r b! t e trees gains} nod 2? 


« My Lords 300 100 by your advice, 
Je had witk Mr. 8g AK 7 pretty buſtle; 

40 ** reatment fi from my foe not over. nice, 

ABl J made a je 7 17 for Fry  hrimp arid maltle; 

« A pretty trick for one of my doitiinion! 

„ My Lords, 1 thatk you for your great opinion. 

[ 117 0 Jo 

4c You'll fay, 2 Pre only hoſt s ohe Rai gar 0 
"a And bid me. try another—for the ru 9444. 

it me to inform you all, wit ol Mable, 


IVR Y 


& "Thar you re a ſet FR knaves, 280 75 2 luder. 


d VSI elf 10g atk Not - 101 


Sal u de dez, 2) A8 Gi, 6 bo 
8 Which. 9 hoy, wilt beag—a ſagr a lol! 2D: 1 IIA 


offt no timid. dim mid sAsm fl bib nooFet; 
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Let, much I fear, twill be of no great uſe; 
Kings are in general obſtinate as mules ; 
Thoſe who ſurround them, moſtly rogues and fools, 


Aal üericfe "Gin ip hep produce. 


Yet ſtories, ſentences, and golden rules, 

Undoubtedly. were made for rogues and fools 
But this unluckily the ſimple fact is: 

Thoſe rogues and fools do nothing but admire, 

Ahd at ſꝰ de wliſh modeſt; don't deſire 


The glory of reducing them to practice. 
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Mr. HIT B READ BREWHOUSE.. 
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Sic tranſit Gloria Mundi /\——OLD Sux-D1aLs. 


From Houſe of Buckingham, in grand Parade, 
To Whitbread's Brexwhoyſe mor'd the Cavalcade ! 
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P ETER's loyalty. He ſuſpeFeth Mr. Warton of l 
joking. Complimenteth the Poet Laureat. Peter dif- | 
 fereth in opinion from Mr. Warton. Taketh up the - = 
cudgels for KING EDwarD, King Harxy V. and | 
Queen Bess. Feats on Blackheath and Wimbledon + 
performed by our moſt gracious Sovereign. King 4 
CHARLES II. half damned by PETER, yet praiſed 
for keeping company with gentlemen. PETER praiſeth = 
himſelf. PeTzR reproved by Mr. Wax rox. De- [+ 
fireth Mr. WarToN's prayers. A fine ſimile. Pe- | 
TER till ſuſpefteth the Laureat of ironical dealings, 
PzTER expoſtulateth with Mr. WaR TON. Mr. 
WaRTON repheth, PETER adminiſtereth bold advice. 
Wittily calleth death and phyſicians poachers. Praiſeth 
the King for paternal tenderneſs. PeTEeR maketh a 
natural ſimile. PETER furthermore telleth Twomas 


Wakrox what to ſay. PETER giveth a beautiful 
example of Ode-wpriting. 
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CONTENTS oF THE ODE. 


His Majeſty's love for the arts and ſciences even in qua- 
drupeds. His reſolution to know the hiſtory of brewing 
beer. BILLY Ramvs ſent ambaſſador to Chiſwel-Street. 
Interview between Meſſrs. Ramus and Whitbread. Mr. 
Whitbread's bow and compliments to his Majeſty. Mr. 
Ramus's return from his embaſſy.” Mr. Whitbrea@'s terrors 
deſcribed to Majeſty by Mr. Ramus. The King's pleaſure 
thereat. Deſcription of people of worſhip. Account of 
the Whitbread preparation. The royal cavalcade to Chiſ- 
well-Street. The arrival at the brewhouſe. Great joy af 
Mr. Whitbread. His Majeſty's nod, the Queen's dip, and 
2, number of queſtions. A Weſt-India ſimile. The mar- 
vellings of the draymen deſcribed. His Majeſty peepeth 
into a pump. Beautifully compared to a magpie peeping 
into a marrow-bone. The minute curioſity of the King. 
Mr. Whitbread endeavoureth to ſurprize Majeſty. His 
Majeſty puzzleth Mr. Whitbread. Mr. Whitbread's horſe 
expreſſeth wonder. Alſo Mr. Whitbread's dog. His Ma- 
jeſty maketh laudable enquiry about porter. Again puz- 
zleth Mr. Whitbread. The King noteth notable things. 
Profound Queſtions propoſed by Majeſty. As profoundly 
anſwered by Mr. Whitbread. Majeſty in a miſtake. Cor- 
rected by the brewer. A noſe mile. Majeſty's admira- 
dion. 
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| don of the bell. — ad — : 
1 ance of Mr. Whitbread's pigs. Majeſty propoſeth queſ- 
tions, but benevolently waiteth not for anſwers. Peter tel- 
leth the duty of Kitigs. / Difcovercih one of his fred 
maxims. Sublime ſmile of a water-ſpout and a King. The 
great uſe of aſking queſtions. The habitation of Truth. 
The collation. The wonders performed by th the royal viſi- 
tors. Majeſty propoſeth to t e leave. Offereth knight- 
hood to Mr. Whitbread, Mr. Whitbread's objections. 
The King runneth a tig on his hoſt. Mr. Whitb 
thanketh Majeſty, ' Miſs Whitbread Gurifieth.” The Gs 
* The cavalcade n= 2*1919T 1901109 Y 
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Peter d tai? Admbnithetf che Lauta. "Piet 
crowerh over the Laureat. Diſcovereth deep mo ORs of 
Kings, and furgeons, and men who übe: host thew legs 
Peter reaſoneth. Vaunteth. Even inſuketh the Laurthry i! | 
Peter proclaimeth his peaceable diſpoſition; Praiſeſh Ma- 
jetty and concludeth with. a prayer fog guru KINGS. 
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.OM, ſoon as e. er © tho Qtrik'ſt * . b 
Thy brother Peter's muſe is all on fire 


To ſing of Kings and Queens, and ſuch rare folk; 
Yet midſt thy heap of compliments ſo fine, 


Say, may we venture to believe a line ? 


TawrOxford wits moſt FER love a he 


10 5 9 bol 1 9b g. vera 


Son. off the Nuns, 50 0 * 8 H 
Thy thund' ringe ſtanza, and its pompous thought. 
Lin müſt put u dg into a laugh: 
EpwaRD, and HR RV, were much braver men 

Than this new chriſten d hero of thy pen; 
Yes, laurell'd ODE-MAN, braver far, by half. - 


Tho? on Blackheath, and Wimbledon's wide plain, 
GROoRGR keeps his hat off in a ſhow'r of rain; 
Sees ſwords and bayonets without a dread, 


Nor at a volley winks, nor ducks his head. 
JT ALA . a 
| , Although 


LET. ---. 


| Although at ht reviews he ſeems fo leſt, 
And leaves at fix o'clock his downy neſt, 
Dead to the charms of blanket, wite, or bolſters ;- | 
Unlike his officers, who fond of cramming, 
And at reviews, afraid of thirſt and famine, 
With bread and cheeſe and brandy fill their holſters, 


Sure, Tom, we ſhould do juſtice to Queen Beſs, 
His preſent Majeſty, whom Heav'n long blefs 
With wiſdom, wit, and arts of choiceft quality, 

Will never get, I fear, fa fine a niche 
As that old queen, tho” often call'd old b--ch., 
In Fame's coloſſal houſe of immortalit r. 


As for John Dryden's Charles that King 

Indeed was never any mighty thing— - 

He merited few, honours, from the pen — 
And yet he was a dey'liſh hearty fellow, 
Enjoy'd his girl and hottle—and got mellow— 


And mind—kept. company with GENTLEMEN. 


For like ſome kings, in hobby grooms, 
Knights of the manger, curry-combs, and brooms, 
| Loſt to all glory, Charles did not delight— 

Nor jok'd by day with pages, ſervant-maids, 
large, red poll d, blow zy, hard two. handed jades: 
Indeed I know not what Charles did by night. 


Reader, 
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Reader, T am of candour a great lover, Nast 
In ſhort, I'm candour's ſelf all over; 
Sweet as a candied cake from top to toe, 0 
Make it a rule that Virtue ſhall be prait d. 
And humble Merit from her bum. be-rais'd 3 A 
What thinkeſt thou of Peter now? / 


Thou crieſt, Oh !, how falſe! behold thy King, 
% Of whom. thou ſcarcely ſay'ſt a handſome thing; 
That King hath. virtues that ſhould: make thee” 

Hare. n ao „eg ian 1779 

Is it ſo d- -then the an- * mevnn bin e 
Tis my vile optics; that can't ſee- - 
Then pray for them, when next thou ſay'ſt a 
; ptay;F- od tree fant sb ndo} 101 & 
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But p Mu "OY oh His n tene, 1 
So diſtant, O ye gods! PT ev ry dhe) 1% hah 
The royal virtues are, like many a" ſtar, 's al 
From this our pigriy' ſyſtem rather fair; Nau bt uh 
Whoſe light, tho' flying ever ſince creation, 


Hath not yet my upon our nation 


Ann «4; £2 "0 34 i | en et T; 11 4 
* Such was the ſublime ophion of FT Dutch mene, 
Huygens⸗ 189 . | * T T 34 1 N 1 * f . 4757 
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Then may the royal ray be ſoon explor'd 
And, Thomas, if thou'lt ſwear thou art not hunz- 
ming, | | 8 
PI take my ſpying-glaſs, and bring thee word 
The inſtant I behold it coming. 


But, Thomas Warton, without joking, 


Art thou, or art thou not, thy Sov'reign ſmoking ? 


How ean'ſt thou ſeriouſly declare 

That George the Third 
With Crefly's Edward can compare, 

Or Harry ?—tis too bad, upon my word. 
George is a clever King, I needs mult own, 
And cuts a jolly figure on the throne. 


Now thou exclaim'ſt, “ G. d rot it, Peter, pray, 
What to the devil ſhall I ſing or ſay ?? 


Fll tell thee hat to ſay, O tuneful Tom 
Sing how a monarch, when his ſon was dying, 
His gracious eyes and ears was edifying, 
By Abbey company, and kettle-drum : ' 
Leaving that fon to death and rhe phyſician, 
Between two fires—a forlorn-hope condition 
Too poachers, who make man their game, 
And ſpecial markſmen !. ſeldom miſs their aim. 


Say 


L 367 1] 

8a tho” the Monarch did not ſee his ſon, 
He kept aloof through fatherly affection— 

Determin'd nothing ſhould be done 


To bring on uſeleſs tears and diſmal recollec- 
_ = 


For what can tears avail, and piteous fighs ? 
Death heeds not howls, nor dripping eyes : 

And what are ſighs and tears but wind and water; 
That ſhow the leakineſs of feeble nature 


Reader, thou'lt with my. /mile not quarrel : 
Like air and any ſort of drink, 
Whizzing and oozing through each chink, 
That proves the weakneſs of the barrel. 


Say—for the Prince, when wet was ev'ry eye, 

And thouſands pour'd to heaw'n the pitying ſigh 
Devout ; : | 

Say how a Kine, unable to diſſemble, 

Order'd the S1DDoNs to his houſe, and KemBLE, 
To ſpout: 

Gave them ice creams and wines, ſo dear 

Who ne'er could get till chen, a thimbleful of beer 


For which they've thank'd the author of this metre, 
Videlicet, the moral mender PETER, 


C 2 Who 


14 
Who in his Ob on Opx did dare exclaim, 
And call ſuch royal avatice, a ſhame. 


Say—but I'fl teach thee how to ſay an ode, 
Thus ſhall thy labours viſit FAux's abode 
In company with my immortal lay— | 
And look, Tom—thus I fire away— 


BIRTH-DAY- ODE, 


Tu IS day, this very day gave birth 

Not to the brighte/# monarch upon earth, 

Becauſe there are ſome brighter, and as big— | 
Who love the arts that man exalt to heav'n— it 
George loves them likewiſe when they're giv'n = 

To four-legg'd gentry, chriſten'd dog and pig, F i 

Whoſe acts in this our unenlighten'd nation 

Have much improv'd the Britiſh education, 


Full of the art of brewing beer, | 
The Monarch heard of Mr. WRHTrREREAD's fame, 
Quoth he one day unto the Queen, My dear, 
** Whitbread hath got a marvellous great name; 
“Shame, ſhame, we have not yet this brewhouſe 

ſeen;“ | 
Thus ſaid the Kino unto the _ 


+ The dancing dogs and wiſe pig have formed a conſiderable 
part of the royal amuſement, 
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Red hot with novelty's delightful rage, 
To Mr. WriTBREaD forth he ſent a page, 
To ſay that MajzsTy propos'd to view, 
With thirſt of knowledge deep. inflam'd, 


His vats, and tubs, and hops, and hogſheads fam'd, 
And learn the noble ſecret how to brew, 


Of ſuch unthought of honour, proud, 

Moſt lowly Mr. WRHITBREAD bow'd ; 

So humbly, ſo the humble ſtory goes, 

He touch'd ev'n terra firma with his noſe; 
Then ſaid unto the page, bight Billy Ramus, 
Happy are we that our great KING ſhould name us 
As. worthy unto Majeſty to ſhew, 

How very dext'rouſly we brey. 


Away ſprung Billy Ramus quick as thought: 
To Majeſty the welcome tidings brought; 
Then told how WHITBREAD ſtar d like any ſtake, 
And trembled—then the civil things he ſaid 
On which the King did ſmile and nod his head; 
| For Monarchs love to ſee their ſubjects quake: 
Such horrors unto Kings moſt pleaſant are, 
Proclaiming rev'rence and humility— 
High, thoughts too all thoſe ſhaking fits declare 
Ot king) grand<Lr aud great capability! 
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People of worſhip, wealth, and birth, 
Look on the humbler ſons of earth, 


Indeed in a moſt humble light, God knows! 
High. ſtations are like Dover's tow'ring cliffs, 


Where ſhips below appear like little ſkiffs, 


The people walking on the ſtrand, like crows. 


Mus, fing the {tir that Mr. Whitbread made; 

Poor gentleman, moſt terribly afraid, | 
He ſhould not charm enough his gueſts divine: 

His maids had all new aprons, gowns, and ſmocks, 

And lo! two hundred pounds were ſpend in frocks 
To make th' apprentices and draymen fine: 


Buſy as horſes in a field of clover, 

Dogs, cats, and chairs, and ſtools were tumbled 
oyer 

Amidſt the Whitbread-rout of preparation 

'To treat the lafty RuLER of the nation. 


Now mov'd King, QukEx, and Pamsckssas fo 


grand, 

To viſit the firſt brewer- in the 3 

Who ſometirges drank. his beer and munch'd his 
meat 


In a ſnug corner;chriſten'd Chiſwell-ſtreet, 
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Lord AyLESBURY; and DEnBicH's Lord alſo, 
His Grace the Duke of MonTAGut likewiſe, 
With Lady HarcovrrT join'd the raree-ſhow, 
And fix'd all Smithfield's marv'ling eyes— 
For lo! a greater ſhow ne er grac'd thoſe quarters, 
Since Maxx roaſted, juſt like crabs, the martyrs. 


Arriv'd, the King broad grinn'd and gave a nod 
To Mr. Whitbread, who had Goo 
Come with his angels, to behold his beer; 
With more reſpect he never could have met 
Indeed the man was in a ſweat, 
| So rh che BREWER did the King revere, 


Her MaJzsTy contriv'd to make a diy 
Light as a feather then the Kine did ſkip, 
And afk'd a thouſand queſtions, with a laugh, 
Before poor WHITBREAD well could anſwer half, 


Reader! my Ode ſhould have a fimile— 

Well! in Jamaica, on a tam'rind tree, 
Five hundred parrots, gabbling juſt like Jews, 

I faw—ſuch noiſe the feather'd imps did make 

As made my pericranium ake— 

Al. ing and telling parrot news; 


Thus was the brewhouſe fill'd with gabbling noiſe, 
Whilſt draymen, and the brewer's boys, 


Did 
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Did eat the queſtions which the King did aſk : 
In diff*rent parties, were they ſtaring ſeen, 
Wond'ring to think they ſaw a King and Queen 
Behind a tub were ſome, and ſome behind a caſk. 


Some draymen forc'd themſelves (a pretty luncheon) 

Into the mouths of many a gaping puncheon, 

And thro” the bung-hole wink'd with curious eye, 
To view, and be aſſur'd what ſort of things 
Were Princeſſes, and Queens, and Kings; 

For whoſe moſt lofty ſtation thouſands figh! 

And lo! of all the gaping puncheon clan, 

Few were the mouths that had not got a man! 


Now Majeſty into a pump ſo deep 

Did with an opera glaſs of Doll Ax D pecp, 
Examining with care each wondrous matter 
That brought up water 


Thus have J ſeen a magpie in the ſtreet, | 
A chatt'ring bird' we often meet, ey 
A bird for curioſity well known, 
With head awry, | 
And cunning eye, 
Peep knowingly into a marrow-bone, 


And now his curious My did ſtoop 
172 count the nails on ev'ry hoopy 
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And lo! no ſingle thing came in his way 
That full of deep reſearch, he did not ſay, 

“ What's this? he, ha? what's . ? what's this? 
"what's that?” | 
Hg quick the words too, when he Acignd to nk. 
As if each ſyllable would break its neck. 


Thus, to the world of great whilſt others crawl, 
Our SOVEREIGN peeps into the world of mall: 
Thus microſcopic geniuſes explore 

Things that too oft provoke the public ſcorn, 
Vet ſwell of uſeful knowledges the ſtore, 


By finding ſyſtems in a pepper-corn, 


Now Mr. Whitbread, ſerious, did declare, 

To make the Majeſty of England ſtare, 

That he had butts enough, he knew, 

Plac'd ſide by ſide, would reach along to Kew: 


On which the Kino with wonder ſwiftly cry'd, 
„What? if they reach to Kew then, ſide by ſide, 
What would they do plac'd | end to end?“ 
To whom, with knitted calculating brow, 7 

The Man of Beer moſt ſolemnly did vow, 
Almoſt to Windſor that they would extend; 

On which the KI No, with word ring mien, 

Repeated it unto the wond' ring Quzen ; 
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On which, quick turning round his halter'd head, 
The brewer's horſe with face aſtoniſh'd neigh'd ; 


The brewer's dog too pour'd a note of thander, 
Rattled his chain, and. wagg'd his tail for wonder, 


Now did the Kine for other beers enquire, 
For Calvert's, Jordan's, Thrale's entire— 
And after talking of theſe diff rent beers, 
Aſk'd Whitbread if bis porter equall'd theirs? 


'This was a puzzling diſagreeing queſtion, 
Grating like arſenic on his hoſt's digeſtion; 
A kind of queſtion to the Man of Caſk 
That not ev'n SoLomon himſelf would aſk, 


Now MajesTy, alive to knowledge, took 
A very pretty memorandum- book, 
With gilded leaves of aſſes ſkin ſo white, 
And in it /egibly began to write 


Memorandum. 


A charming place beneath the grates 
For roaſting cheſnuts or potates. 


Mem. 


*Tis hops that give a bitteren to beer 
Hops * in Kent, ſays Whitbread, and elſewhere. 


Quære. 


L 396 4 


Quare. 
+ bs there no cheaper ſtuff? where doth it dwell-- 
Would not horſe aloes bitter it as well? 


M em. 
To try it foon on our ſmall beer 
*Twill fave us ſev'ral pounds a year. 


Mem, 


To remember to forget to aſk 
Old Whitbread to my houſe one day— 


Mem. 


Not to os to take of beer the caſk, | 
The brewer offer; d me, away. 


Now having pencil'd his remarks ſo ſhrewd— 
Sharp as the 'point indeed of a new pin, 

His MaJjzsTY his watch moſt. ſagely view'd, 
And then put up his aſſes ſkin. 

To Whitbread now deign'd MajzsTy to ſay, 

* Whitbread, are all your horſes fond of hay? 


ee Yes, pleaſe your Majzsry,” in humble notes, 
The brewer anſwer; d alſo, Sir, of oats. 

4 Another thing my horſes too maintains— . 

& And that, an 1 your MajxEs Tv, are grains.“ 


« Grains ? 
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“ Grains? grains ?“ ſaid MajzsTY, * to fill their 
. crops? ; 
« Grains? grains ?—that come . W 
bops, hops, hops.“ 


Here was the KINO like hounds ſometimes, af fault— 
* SIRE,” cry'd the humble brewer, © give me 
leave | 
„ Your ſacred MajesTY to . 
„ Grains, . are never made from nn 
60 malt.” | 


6 True, 5 aid the cautious Mox Ax c, with a ſmile: 

« From malt, malt, malt—1 meant malt all che 
e * 

« Yes,” with the ſweeteſt bow, rejoin d the eB 

« An't pleaſe your MajzsTy, you did I'm ſure.” 

« Yes,” anſwer'd MajzsTY, with quick reply, 

« Idid,-Idid, I did, I, I, I, I.“ 


Reader, wheneer thou doſt eſpy a noſe 1. ; 
That bright with many a ruby glowss 
That noſe thou may'ſt pronounce, nay ſafely ſwear, 
Was nurs'd on ſomething better than ſmall beer. 


Thus when thou findeſt Kines in brewing, wiſe! 
In Nat'ral Hiſt'ry holding lofty ſtation; 1 + 
Thou may'ſt conclude with marv'ling. eyes, 
Such Kines have had a good!y education— 
5 Now 
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Now did the Ko admire the bell fo fine, 
That daily aſks the draymen all to dine : 

On which the bell rung out (how very proper !) 
To ſhow it was a bell, and had a clapper. 


And now before their Soverz1cN's curious eye, 
Parents and children, fine, fat, hopeful ſprigs; 
All ſnuffling, ſquinting, grunting in their ſtye, 
Appear'd the brewer's tribe of handſome pigs: 
On which th obſervant Man who fills a Throne, 
Declar'd the pigs were vaſtly like his own. 


Now did his MajzsTy ſo gracious ſay 
To Mr. Whitbread, in his flying way, 
„ Whitbread, d'ye nick th Exciſeman now and 

„ then? | 

« He, Whitbread, when dye think to leave off 
e trade ? | 

<« Hz, what-? Miſs Whitbread's {till a maid, a maid? 

What, what's the matter with the men? 


„ D'ye hunt ?—hx hunt? No, no, you are too old— 

„ You'll be Lord May' r—Lord May'r one day 

<« Yes, yes, I've heard ſo—yes, yes, ſo Tm told: 

% Don't, don't the fine for Sheriff pay— 

c PII prick you ev'ry year man, I declare: 

* Yes, Whitbread—yes, yes—you ſhall be Lord 
cc May' r. Tos 

.. X | « Whit- 


399 1 
« Whitbread, d'ye keep a coach or job one, pray ? 
Job, job, that's cheapeſt—yes, that's 3 bell; that's 
* beſt 
« You put your liv'ries on your draymen—hee ? 
&« Hz, Whitbread ?— You have feather'd well 
« yout neſt, | 
« What is the price now, he, of all your ſtock ? 
« But, Whitbread, what's o'clock, pray, what's 
% o'clock ?”? 


Now Whitbread inward ſaid, * May I be curſt 
6 Tf I know what to anſwer fir.” 
Then ſearch'd his brains with a eye 
But ere the Man of Malt an anſwer found, 
Quick on his heel, lo, MaJzsTy turn'd round, 


Skipp'd off, and baulk'd the pleaſure of reply. 


Kings in inquiſitiveneſs ſhould be ſtrong— 
From curioſity doth wiſdom flow: | 
For 'tis a maxim Pve adopted Tong, 
The more a man engquires, the more he'll know. 


Reader, didſt ever ſee a water-ſpout ? 
"Tis poſſible that thou wilt anſwer, No.” 
Well then! he makes a moſt infernal rout : 
Sucks like an elephant the waves below 
With huge proboſcis reaching from the ſky, 
As if he meant to drink the ocean dry 
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At length n full he can t held one drop more 
He burſts— down ruſh the waters with a roa. 


Thus have 1 ſeen a MonarcH at reviews «1 
Suck from the tribe of officers the news, 77 
Then bear 3 in triumph of each wond'roug matter, 
And ſouſe 1 it on n the woe with ſuch 4 | clatter ! ! 
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1 always . adviſe folks to ak queſtions— a 
For truly, queſtions are the Leys of knowledge : : 
| Soldiers—that forage for the  MixD's digeſtions—" 
Cut figures at tli' Ot» Bitty, and at CaLLEGE ; 
Make Chancellors, Chief Juſtices, and' Judges, 
Evn of ie "Tong green bag dru ges. en bag 
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The ms pl Tao rat delights to dbell, 
Strange manſien! in the bottom ofa Well!“ 
Queſtions are then the windlaſs and the rope 7 
That pull the grave o. D GENTILEWOHXN uf! 
Damn ** jokes then, and unmannerly függeſtions, 
Reflecting upon Kings for e Queſtions. 

 — 29907 uo 03 oldid bas) vor lei lor m' 
Now having well employ'd tis 7 Topo lungs þ 


On nails, hoops, ſtaves, pumps, barrels and, their 
bungs, (81 I - 1] bnc ,cagraght ** 


Ou Uros e930 4 A we g 

* This Mike 6 to the l late Dr. Jonxson A laugh, on a Git 

Perſonage, for a laadable 1 in the Queen's Library, ſome 
3 rd N TS, 1 111% 31 1513; 


"os ; * 
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The Kto and Co. fat” down to a collation, 
Of Heſb, and fiſh, and fow! of ev'ty nation. 


Dire was the clang of plates, of knife and fork, 
That merc'leſs fell like tomohawks to work, | 
And fearleſs ſcalp'd the fowl, the fiſh, and cattle, | 
Whilſt Whitbread, in the rear beheld the battle. 


The conqu ring Monazcn ſtopping t to rake breath | 

Amidſt the regiments of death, 

| Now turn'd to Whikbread with 1 | 
round, | | 

And merry thus addreſs'd the Man of Beer 

« Whitbread, is't true? is't true? I hear, [ hear, 

FJou' re of an ancient family—renown'd— 

«* What? wha? Pm told that you're a limb 
„Of Pym, that famous fellow Pym: ( 
* , Whitbread, is it true what people ad | 
« Son of a Wee are you? hex? he? hæ? 


« Fm told. that you ſend Bibles to your votes— 
« A ſuuffling round- headed r 
« Pray'r books iniſtead of caſh to buy them coats 
„ Bunyans, and Practices of Piety : 
5 Tour Bedford 1 votes would WY, to change their 
8 * PM ; 
« Rather ſee caſh—yes, es books of pray'r,, 
Dd n Tuir 


z 
— 
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* Thirtieth of January don't you ed ,” 
+ Yes, Ves, you eat calP' head, you eat cath head. 2 


Now having wonders done on fleſh, fowl, fiſh, 
Whole hoſts o'erturn'd—and ſeiz'd on all fapplics, 

The royal viſitors expreſs*d a wiſh nnn 
Jo turn to Houle of Buckingham their cent 7 


But ſirſt che Mona nen ſo polite, . 

Aſk'd Mr. Whitbread if he'd be a Knight, 
Unwilling in the liſt to be enroll'd, 

Whitbread contemplated the Knights, of Pro, 

Then to bis gracious SOV REIGN. made. a legs. 
And ſaid, He was afraid he was 790, o/d. 

« He thank'd however his mot gracious King, 

For offering to make him fuckga THING. 0] 
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But ah! a JiPrent Ft 'twas L fear! "al 

It was not age that bade the Man of beer . 
The proffer'd honour of the Monazen fhun: 

The tale of Max' RET's knife, and royal fright, 

Had almoſt made him damn the name of Knight : : 
A tale that farrow'd fuch a world of fun, 
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He mock'd W + 46h; by the Kino appointed, 
Ev'n by himſelf, the Lord's eee 

1 For the miraculous eſcape from a poor innocent inſane wo- 
man, who only held out a ſmall knife in a piece of white paper, | 


for her Sovereign to yiew, 
A foe 
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A 1 to fa/z too is he, let me tell ye, 
And, tho' a Preſbyterian, cannot think 


Heav'n (quarrelling with meat and drink) 
Joys in the grumble of a hungry belly! 


Now from the table with Cæſarean air 
Up roſe the Mo ARCH with his laurell'd brow, 
When Mr. Whitbread, waiting on his chair, | | 


Expreſs'd much thanks, much joy, and made a 
bow. B N75 a 


Miſs Whitbread now ſo thick her curtſies drops, 
Thick as her honour'd father's Kentiſh hops, 
Which hoplike curtfies were return'd by dips 
That never hurt the royal knees and hips; 
For hips and knees of Quzens are ſacred things, 
That only bend on gala days | 
Before the belt of Kings, 
When odes of triumph ſound his _ 


Now thro? A i peal of loud huzzas, 
Proceeding ſome from hir'd and unbir' d jaws, 
+ raree-ſhow thou ght proper to retire; 
1. Whilſt, Mr. Whitbread and his daughter fair 
| Survey'd. all Chiſwell- Street with lofty air, 
For lo! they felt themſelves ſome ſix feet higher! 
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Such, Thomas, is the way, to wiite! 

Thus ſhould thou Birth - day Song indite : 
Then ſtick 'to earth, and leave the lofty fie, 
No more of ti tum tum, and ti tim ti. 


T hs ſhould an Hong /t Lavi REAT write of Kinge— 
Not praiſe them for imaginary things : ay 

I awn I cannot make my ſtubborn rhime 2 
Call ev'ry Kino a character ſublime: 

For Conſcience will not ſuffer me to wander 
So very widely from the paths of Candour. 


I know full well /ime Kings * are to be feen, 

To whom my verſe ſo bold would give the ſpleen, 

Should that bold verſe declare they wanted brains— 

T won 't fay that they never brain poſſels'd— 

They may have been with ſuch A preſent bleſs'd, 
Aud therefore fancy that ſome ill remains: : 


For ev'ry well experiene'd ſurgeon knows 
That men who with their /egs have parted, 
Swear that they? ve felt a pain in all their toes, 
And often at the twinges Rarted: 
Then fared upon their oaken ſtumps in · van 
F ancying the toes were all come back Win. 
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Foreign Kings. 
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If men then, who their a ent toes have mourn'd, 
Can fancy thoſe ſame toes at times return'd ; 
So Kings, in matters of intelligences, 


May fancy they have ſtumbled on their ſenſes. 


Yes, Tom—mine is the way of writing -Ode— + 

Why lifteſt thou thy pious eyes to Geb? 

Strange diſappointment in thy looks I read; | 
And ngw I hear thee in proud triumph cry, 

« Is this an action, PeTer? this a deed 
“ To raiſe a Monarca to the ſky ? 


< Tubs, porter, pumps, vats, all the Whitbread. 
<* throng, | 


Rare things to figure in the Muſe's eng k- 


* 


Thomas, I here proteſt 1 want no quarrels 

On Kings and Brewers, porter, pumps and barrels— 
Far from the dove-like PETER be ſuch (trife! 

But this I tell thee, Thomas, for a fact, 

Thy CææsAR never did an act 
More wiſe, more glomous, in his life. 


Now Gop preſerve all wonder-hunting Kincs, 
Whether at Windſor, Buckingham or Kew-houſe, 
And may they never do more fooliſh things 
Than viſiting Sau WH1TBREAD and his brew- 


houſe. 


BROTHER 


BROTHER TOM. 
EXPOSTULATORY EPISTLE. 
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Perez ſtaringly expoſtulateth with Trot as on his un- 
precedented filerice on the royal perfections in his laſt New- 
year's-Ode——Giveth Thomas a Jon aTIon——lInftrufteth 
Thomas in his 'trade—Talketh of Heralds, Moles, Field- 
mice, and GENERAL CARPENTER Telleth a ſtrange 
ſtory of the General Commendeth Majeſty, and laudeth 
his love of money, with delicious mile. Peter informeth 
Thomas how he. might have praiſed Majeſty for piety and 
ceconomy—Peter's great knowledge of Nature He talketh 
of her different manufaQures—Peter praĩſeth the royal Pro- 
clamation for leaving off fin, and reforming fiddling courti- 
ers and others—Miſtreſs WALSsix HAM not able to fin on 
a Sunday—nor my Lady Younc— nor my Loxp or 
ExETER—nor my Lord BxUDENELL—whoſe excellence 
in attending on the Rump Royal, Peter highly extoleth— 
nor the Welſh King WaTk YN—whoſe poor violoncello 
Peter pitieth—nor my Lord of Sar 158URY—Peter intimat- 
eth an intended reform among cats and dogs, pigeons, wrens, 
ſparrows, and poultry—Love between the aforeſaid animals 
to be ſeverely puniſh'd if made on the Lord's day—Monday 
the moſt decent day—Sir-Joun Dick giveth up Sunday 
Concerts for godlineſs—Sir John's ſtar his great hobby horſe 
—Lords HaMyDEN and CHOL MONDELEY reproved for 
profaning the Sabbath by a full orcheſtra, while the King 
| enjoyeth 


* 
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— _ wind — =E relateth a fad tale of 
German Musicians, and concludeth with a pathetic 
ſimile of a woodcock—Peter returneth from digreflion to 
Thomas Peter afgeth ſhrewd queſtions of Thomas —Telleth 
adeleCtable little hiſtory of the King and ſcratch wigs—De- 


cClareth love for Majefty—Pratſeth the partnerſhip—Peter 


denieth all odium towards his Sovereign, for a jealouſy of 
the PRINcR OT WALEs, for his rage for HANDEL, and 
enthuſiaſm for Mr. WEs'r—Peter giveth two ſ mile Peter 
telleth a tale—Peter {till inſiſteth on love for Majeſty—In- 
ſtanceth royal magnanimity ending with curioſity and na- 
tional advantage Peter ſhoweth the King's ſyperiority to 
the Prince in the article of books—The royal wardrobe's 
ſuperiority. to the ſhops-in- Monmouth Street—Pcter exprefſ- 
eth more love for Majeſty—A tale—Peter maketh a marvel- 
Jous diſcovery of the cauſe of Thomas's ſilence in the agti- 
cle of royal flattery His Majeſty too much bedaubed— 
The King ſhutteth up Thomas's mouth Peter telleth 
Thomas how he ſhould have managed Peter deſcribeth a 
devil Enquireth for Modeſty—Findeth her G iveth a love- 
ly picture of Miſs Morning—And her loyal ſpeech to Peter 
Peter cannot exiſt nor /ub/;/f without Kings—Peter citeth 
the world's opinion of him—Peter finely anſwereth it—Peter 
ſieemeth glad He aſketh a ſly (queſtion about Cartoons 
Peter telleth an uncommon ſtory Peter continueth talking 
about Cartoons . Feareth that they are in jeopardy 
Peter concludeth with ſublime miles of trout, eels, whales, 
goats, ſheep, and good s to THOMAS. 


| BROTHER 
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BROTHER PETER 


Suave! Thomas, what bath ſwallow'd all the 
1 praile ? 
Of royal virtues not the mchte mention! 
Strung, like mock pearl, fo lately on thy lays! 
| Tell me, a bankrupt, Tou, is thy invention? 


How cou'dſt thou ſo thy PaTron's fame forget, 
Ass not to pay, of praiſe, the annual debt ? 
WIITEHEAD and C1BBER, all the Laureat Throng, 
To Fan's fair Temple, twice a year, preſented | 
Some royal virtues, real or invented, 4 

In all the grave ſublimity of ſong. | 


* 
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- 


Heralds 
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Heralds fo kind for many a chance-born wight, 
Creeping from cellars, Juſt like ſnails from earth; 

Or moles, or field mice, ſtealing into light, 
Forge Arms to prove a loftineſs of birth ; 

Tracing of each ambitious Sir and Madam 

The branches to ihe "eu. trunk of Apan. 


Then ** not AY ie the herald, Ton, of rhime, 


Still bid thy Royal Maſter ſoar ſublime ? "$i 
Bards ſhine in fiction; then how tight a thing- 
To make a coat of merit for a King 
5 rt bne sqiq 10 enot IL. 4 
Know, General CARPEN TER had been a theme 
For furniſhing a pretty lyric dream; 
Once a monopoliſt of nod and ſmile: 
Of broken ſentences and queſtions rare, 
Of ſnipſnap whiſpers ſweet, and grin, and ſtare, 
For which thy muſe would travel Oy? a re 
13 58 215 r 7 
But lo! the General; for idk 
Loſt broken ſentences, and nod, and grin, | 
And ſtare and: ſnipſnap of the beſt of Kings; 


The ſin, the crying ſin, of rambling 


Where Oſnaburgts' good Bifhop; gambling, 
Loſt 1 few golden tits, Net. O'S 


412 n lat“ ISAT vr iti t 


Which a E nid Genera run aid drown ; 
Such were the horrors of the royal frown! 


YI "Y « 
£7201 4 - For 


3 473 7. 1 


For lo! His — moſt 8 
He'd nod to e, eee ne 


Oh! glorious love of all-commanding money! - .. 
Dear to //ome Monarchs, as to Bruin, honey; + | 
Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck ; 

Or- ſhow'rs to n countmriand or a duck! 


Thomas, thy hies might have nals the Slat: 

For making ſinners mind the Sabbath day, 
Bidding the idle ſons of pipe and ftring, 

Inſtead of ſcraping. jigs, ſing pfalms and Te ts 
Thus piouſly (againſt their inclination) 000 
Dragoaning ſouls: unto ſalvation. 510 


& 


The MonarcH gave up Mr. Joan Barzůñ, ũ 

With that ſweet nightingale his lovely mate; 
Who with the organ and one fiddle 

Made up a concert every Sunday night: 

Thus yielding MajzesT1es fupreme delight, 
Who reliſh cheapneſs een in 33 

For NaTvurz formeth oft a kind ode 919d VF 

Of money-loving, ſerapingy ſave:all n ſto.) 

That happy glorieth in the nat'ral thought 

Of getting ev'ry thing for nought: 


[414] 
From Delhi's diamonds to a Briſtol ſtone; 
From royal eagles to a ſquayling parrot; 
From Bulls of Baſan to a marrow-bane ;. 
From rich ananas to a mawkiſh a 7AP WIG. P 
And getting things for nought, I needs muſt. ay, 
If not the noblg, is the cheapeſt war. 


And often Nature manufactures ſtuff 
That thinks it never hath: enough; | | 
Hoarding up treaſure——never once enjoying I 
Such is the compoſition of ſome ſouls ! 
Like jackdaws all their cunning. art employing, 
In hiding knives, and ws and e in 
holes. 


* * 


xj 


— 


— 


Lo! by the pious Monarch's proclamatian, 0 
The courtier Amateurs of this fair nation 
On Sundays con their Bibles make no pita 
The ſtubborn UX BRIDOE, muſie loving Lord, 
Pays dumb obedience to the royal word, 
And bids. the inſtruments, lie quiet. 


* 


Sweet Miſtreſs Warsix chax is fore'd tg pray, 
And turn her ęyes up much Againſt her will; 

SANDWICH ſinss plaims too, in his pious way; 
And Lady Youxs forbears the tuneful trill: 

And very politic, is Lady Young: 

A huſband muſt not ſuffer for a ſong. 


d / 


C n 


The gentle Exeren' his treat gare ap, 10. 
So us'd upon the ſweet repaſt to ſu; 
As eager for his Sunday's quaver diſn, 
As cats and rav'nous Aldermen for fiſn. 
| ſt I 261% hi QDS. 
Lord BxUDENELL, too, a Lord with lofty noſe, 
| Bringing to mind a verſe the world well knows 3 3 
Againſt ſublimity that rather wars; 
Which in an almanack all eyes may ſce: 
* Gob gave to man an upright form, that he 
= Might view the fear 


I fay, this watchial Lonp, who boaſts the knack, 
Behind His Sacred Majeſty's great back, 

Of placing for his latter end a chair 

Better than any Lord (ſo ſays Fame's trump) 

That ever waited on the royal rump, 
So ſwift his motions, and fo ſweet his air: 


Who, if Ilis Majeſty but cough or hiccup, 
Trembles for fear the king ſhould kick up ; 

Drops, with concern , bis'jaw—with horror freezes, 
Or ſmiles ce God bleſs Jou, xl whene er be 
| ſneezes 3 mmm A 


This Lok b, I fay, uprais*d his convert chin, 
And curs'd the concert for a crying fin. 


"RY 


King warens Grow the land ef leds and bert, 
With ſighsß forbore his baſs; torfeizes (21) 
With huge concern he gropp'd N 
And grumbled aut in Welch his thankleſs pray ra. 
The baſs, indeed, Te Deum ſung, % bis Dae 
Glad an the ovijlengs: 29: be hangs 


1434 28146 e Di . 


And really,” tas a very. antral, Mt” none 
Poor, inoffenſive baſs! : 


For when King Watkin ſcrubbeth him—alack! 
The inſtrument, like one upon the rack, 
Sends forth th ſuch "horrid, Inquiſition groans !, 
| Enough to es the hearts of ſtones ! 


AM Ot 117 
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the Knight {151 


TI. 


Battled with Miſtreſe WalSsW HA aitright 5 | 


Thus though in  cancert politics 
Vet both agreed to lift cheir palms, * 0 
Not in 28171 but finging palms. | 


SaL*SBURY was allo 2 to reforms . 
Who, with. my Lady, , ghought i It: vaſtly odd, A. 

Thus to pe fare'd, like ſailors in a 1 enn 
A bay 15 wills to 2a, to. God. , 


ud 


te ne 


| ** oy: 
* e 
Knock: nearly all. the Sunday concerts down! 


Great act! ere, long "twill be A \ fin an and ſhame 


gt hoe) 
For cats 2 warble out an am'rous ame! 


B 1 


1051 


Dogs 


L 47 ] 


Dogs ſhall be whipp'd ſon making love on Sunday, 
Who very well may put it off to Mondaſ. 


PR / : N . 4 = — - , # a+ 7 
* 11 e — 2141 5 ge 1191057 © 2 LAX 4 : 


Nay," more the royal piety to prove 1 bak 
And aid the, pureſt of all pure religions zj: 
To Bridewell ſhall be ſent all cooing pigedns, 

And cocks and hens be laſh'd for making love: 
Sparrows ih and Wrrls be fot from barns and Houſes, 5 
For being barely civil to their Tpbüfes- ae 

AI, d AG i na 0 
Poor Sir Torr? Die x wü, lamb. Ae, bell to bleat 4 

At ſing ſuc | I'Suntlay' $ treat 1 

Sir Jonx, te is appy 6wner of a Par——= 
Which ra iant honour on ſurtoutes he ſtitches; 

Lamenting q = > doth not ſtretch fo far i 95 
As rende den wailtcoats and an breeches ; 3 

- Which thus Would 3 Sutra blaze of filver day, : 


2 4 - 


And make the Knight" a Perfect milky way. 5 165 


1710 


13 * 


£ , 
S357 £4 = 1 ZE. l. 


Yet H. Nlrzs ob LY, hos e finful ſhay Fog 


Ti "IA 1 Here „ene 


Rebellious, riot in their! Sabbath abavers; * | 


? i308 £11 470 
Thus flying in the ace of c our GREAT Ko, 


4 i 


Prophane God's ng day wich wind and Ri; ; 
Whilſt on the Terrace, midſt his German band, 
TWO] 211 & 5 85 9150 : ” 

On Sunday e ee EORGE Is Pleas d to ſtand; 

* C 1 7 4 is 6 1411 en 

Contented with a mple dufte alone, 

* Ainet TIES 17 Nia, ©, 1218 
God ſave great Geor q our King, or Bobbing 
0 1 Joan ; ; | 
200 


— " Whilt 
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Whilſt Cx nns, leaning from their ſtarry height, 
Wink at each other, and enjoy the ſight: | 
And Saran, from a lurking hole, | 

Fond of aiiſeemingigodly. ſoull. 
His eyes and ears ſcarce. able to believe,” 

in his ſleeve. p 
6 1G os 
Stay, Muſe-omithe mention of the 3 band 
Bringeth a tale oppreſſive, to my hand, STE 
| Relating to a tribe of German boys (| / 
Whoſe horzid fortune made ſome little noiſe y 
Sent for to take of Engliſhmen the places, 
Who, gall'd by fuch hard enen made 8 
face. 


Sent for they were, to feed in fields of clover, 
Jo feaſt upon the Coldftream regiment's fat: 
Swift with their empty ſtomachs they flew over, 
And wider than a Kevenhuller hat. | 
But ah! their knives no veal nor mutton carv'd! 
To feaſts they* went indeed,” but went and 5 
Their Miſters,” raptur'd with tlie tuneful treat, 
Forgor itlſiGiains like themſelves cou'd cat. 


Thus the 7 por woodcock leaves his frozen ſhores, 
When tvrant Winter *mid(t his tempelt roars : 
Invited by, out nitlder ſky,” he roves; 

Views 'the Pore teams 87 858 vs, 225 bel ring 


groves, 
54100 


And 
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£ And in one hour, O Oh! ſad reverſe of fate | 
Is ſhot, and ſmokes; upon a 1 lat 
Thus ending a ſweet epiſodic ſtrain, 
I turn, dear Thomas, to thy Ode again. 


What ! make a diſh to baulk thy maſter's gums! 
A pudding, and forget the plums! 
Mercy upon us! what a cook art thou! | 
Dry e'en already l what a fad milch cow! 
Who gav'ſt, at firſt, of fame ſuch flowing pails! 

Say, Thomas, n thy lyric udder ails! 


' Hince truth belongs not to the uppen wade, | 
'Tis ſtrange, 'tis paſſing 9 f thou didſt not 
flatter : 
Speak in light money were thy wages paid? 
Or was thy. pipe of ſack half fill'd with water? 
Or haſt thou, Tom, been cheated of thy dues? 
Or hath a qualm of conſcience touch'd thy Muſe? 


Thou might'ſt have prais'd for dignity gf pride 
Diſplay'd not long ago among the Cooks: 
Searching the kitchen with fagacious, looks; 

Wigs, chriſten'd 27 on their heads he ſpied. 


177 11 1174177 
To ind © wig, on a cook's bead, 


juſt like the wig chat grac'd bis o _ | 
Was verily a fight too dread! 
Enough to turn a king to ſions! 


E e 2 


nd 
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On which, in language of his very befty 24 
His Majeſty bs royal ire expreſs'd. 17 


AD 


" How, how! what Js des \ſeratcher juſt 
« like me!. baba xi 6 

« Strange! ſtranke | yes, yes, I ſee, 1 ſee, 11 

Fine fellows to wear Scratches! yes, no doubt 

« I'll have no more no more when mine's worn 

yl | r Outs" Ann YON 
« Hz? pretty! pretty! pretty too it looks 
2 To:ſee/ ny ſeratches 1 We en 


ty | 80 (iT 1TC35! 


And lo! as he had 3 al ſo fo big j 
As ſoon as ever he wore out the wigg 


He with a pig-taideignd his head to match 
No more profan'd his temples with à Scharon! 


Thomas, ee n my Tong thy feelings, grate— 7 

Thou think” lt I'm m joking; ö that th e King' $ e 
rs 

The world maß call me lyar, but ſincerely 

I love him or 7 love him dearly : 


Whilſt his, great name is on the forme, m: ſure , 
My credit with the public, is ech. 


sc ot 316 23 ry 3 51 106 3010 


Ves, "1 ſhall race my ſpit, and ale { ſball A fs N 
As long 5 it coptinues ns and. Co.; 


3 o 900 


That 1 is to lay, in n plainer ele . 


"George and Petef. 


* 1 ® . : 14 7 ' r þ 4 1 
301 2 184118 N . ' 4310 , 13 


| ” F (ert N . 1 
not i J06q „dnn | Let, 
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Yet, as . little money * have made, . 0 8 
ve thoughts of turning Squire, : and quitting trads: | 
This in my mind Pve frequently revo dʒ 5 
And in ſix months, or 1 
For all T know, __—_ 4 hs | 
The POE ny be diffolv'd, © ol | 


| if, Hon * om ou ad 1 
Whate er thou think'ſt howe' 65th: world may 
carp, 0 1 
| Thomas, Tin far en e King; 2 
Ves, yes, or may I thrum no more my harp, 
As DAvip ſwore, Who touch d -fo well the 
ſtring 11 47> 11 OH 2D 
No, Tom ;—— the idol of they ſweet ae 21] 
Excites-not-RATE;| whatever elfe''th' emotion. 10 


To write a book on, the Sublime, I I on, 
Were Ia bookſeller, I would, not hire him; "Rs 


Yet, ſhould 1 hate the man who fills a en > 54 
Becauſe, forſooth, 1 can't admire him? E 


2 je) 


Hate Him, becauſe; ambliious oat, in ve 
He thinks to rival e'en the Pardce in fame? 
A prince of ſcience— in the arts ſo, chaſte : - $8 
A giant to him in the world of taſte; nt 

Who from an enbiöus cloud one * that! wig: 


TRI (3 


And * that dignity may y clothe 5 King. 


9194 bg ** 


Who when by Fortune fix d on Britain- s throne, 
Whereyer merit, humble plant, is ſhown, 


Will 


1 422 J 
Will ſhed around that plant a foſt' ring ray; 
Whoſe hand ſhall ſtretch thro- proverty's pale 992 
For drooping GENIUS, ſinking to the tomb, 
And lead the Ane 1 gf _ day. 


Who ſcorns «(like 9 ) to chrontele- a ſhilling, | 
Once in a twelvemonth to a beggar givn; 

By ſuch menn eliarity (Lord help em) willing 
To go as cheap as poſſible to Heav n! 


Hate hit, becauſe, untir d, the monarch. pores 
On HAN DET's manuſcript old ſcores, 
And ſchemes ſucceſsful daily hatches, 
For ſaving notes eerwhelm'd with ſcratches; 
Recovering from the blotted leaves 
Huge cart-horſe minis, dromedary breves zi v6 
Thus. ſaving damned bars from juſt damnation, 
By way of brightning Bandel's s reputation? 
Who, charm'd with every cr6tchet Handel wrote, 

| Heav'd into Jer NAM STREET. each heavy. note ; 
And forcing on the houſe the tuneleſs lumber, 
Drove half to doors, the other; half 0 lumber? 


Hate him, becaut e the works of Mr. WAs r, 
IIis eye (in wonder loſt) unſated Vest P 

Becauſe his = with taſtelels trumpery dreſt, 
Robs a poor U of Ab ds? iin 


| 014 Of b vide EW 19 'bisy : 550} HY | 010 W 
Hate him, Becawuſt he cannot 0 + bligo 51! 
But in the company of West? 


(ail Becauſe 
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Becauſe of modern works he makes a geſt, 
Except the works of Mr. Weſt? Rod 
Who by the public, fain would have no" 
The works alone of Mr. Weſtt 
Who thinks, of painting, truth and taſte, the teſt, 
None but the wond'rous works of Mr. Weſt! | 


Who, as * REVNOL DS, cannot beni 58 
And never ſuffers WILsOx's landſcapes near him. 


Nor, GAlNsR' Ou, thy delightful Girls and Boys, 
In rural ſcenes ſo ſweet, amidſt their joys, 
With ſuch ſimplicity as makes us rt, 
Forgetting 'tis the work of art. 60% % ge 11 
which wonder and which care of Mr. — N 


May wann Slot. Ms 
£101; Eins! 1 [01 #565 engines rich | 
iI o obne! | 18 1 « 

IO ba. A 8 1 N f 5 1. 7 


THUS! have I ſeen a child with —_ | kick [69H 
A little daiſy in the garden place hol 
And ſtrut in triumph round its fav rite flowr; 
Gaze on the leaves with infant admiration, 
Thinking the ;flow'r. the fineſt in the nation, 
Then pay a a viſit to it ev'ry hour: _ 1 
Lugging the wat ring pot about, Lt 
Which Joan the gard'ner was oblig'd to fl; ; 
The child, ſo '{pleas/d,: would pour the water. out, 
To ſhow its marvellous gard ning ſkill; 4 | 
tube | Then 
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Then ſtaring round, all wild for praiſes panting, 

Tell all che world ät was its ou, ſweet planting; 
And boaſt away, too happ! elf, HO. NM 
How that it found the, daiſy all, itſelft! 


ANOTHER: $IMILE. 


IN femile if may ſnine agen 17 0 
Thus have I ſeen a fond old hen 

With one poor miſerable chick; 
Buſtling about a farmer's yard; 0 ä 
Now on che dungbill labonring hard. 
Flutt'ring her feathers . making ſuch a noiſe |. 


Cackling aloud ſuch quantities of joys, | 
As if this chick, to which her egg . birth, 


Was born to'\deal-prodigious” knocks, . * 
To ſhine the Broug hion of game cocks, 
And Kill che en of alt he! ear! 


192 


2107? 


Fit ut vio! u len 
EEN with his painter let the King be 5% : 
Egad! eat,, drink, and ſleep, with Mr. 711644 
Only let te, excus d from ſuch a gueſt, 

Not eat, and A and leaps! with Mr. Welt; 
OH- 5 „ And 


L π⁴8s 
And as he will not pleaſe my taſte n never — 
Let me not give him to the world as Heber — 


A better conſcience in my boſom lies," Fei A 
Than imitate the fellow and His flies. 


Tux TOPER ANh⁰ ue FLIES. 


A GROUP of topers at a, table ſat, 


With punch that much regales the thirſty foul: 
Flies ſoon the party, join'd, and voin d the chat, 


1711. 


Humming, and bitebing round the mantling bowl. 


At length thoſe fies got drunk, and for their fin; 
Some hundreds loſt their legs and tumbled in; 5 22 


And ſprawling midſt the gulph profound, 13 
Like Pharaoh'and his daring hot, were 50 
nid pg BUS 31 re e nick | * * 216 
Wanting to 8 of the men 

Dipp'd from the bowl the drunken hoſt, 5 


And drank - then taking care that none were loſt, 


He put in ev'ry mother's ſon agen. 


Up jump'd the-Bacchanatiarr crew on this, 
Taking it very much amiſs 
Swearing, and in the attitude to Ant- 
* Lord!” cried the man with: gravely-lified eyes 
Though I don't like to ſwallsw flies, _ 
“ did not know but others might, * 


b WHO 


cos 1 


154023, zs law. ot 400d; zbicd u 67 
WHO ſays I hate the King, W e A nel 
Een now a royal virtue ſtrikes my eye! 
Jo prove th' aſſertion, let me juſt relate 
The King's ſubmiſſion to the will of FarE. 
Whene'er in hunts the Monarch is thrown out, 
As in his politics —a common ig l -::5, 
With ſearching eyes he ſtares at firſt te + 
Then faces the misfortune like a King ! . 


Hearing no news of nimble Mr. STac, 

He fits like PaTrixxcx grinning on his nag! It] + 

Now, wiſdom-fraught, his curious eye-balls ken 
The little hovels that around him riſee 
To theſe he trots of hogs ſurveys the ſtyes, 

And nicely numbers ev'ry cock and hen. 


00 911k gon vagt oft ol 08 


Then aſks the farmer s wife or Kum s maid, 0 
How many eggs the fowls hays, laid! 2 
What's in the oven —in che pot — the crock— 555 
Whether *twill rain or no, and what's o — a 
Thus from poor hovels gleanipg ere 


To ſerve as future treaſure for the nation! 1. p 
im 5912791 2yoigtbor] 


TINS; 


There, terrierdlike; till pages ſmd him out, 

He pokes his moſt ſagacious noſe about, 
And ſeems in Paradiſe ke hat ſo fam d 

Looking like Apau too, and Ev fo fair; 

Sweet ſimpletons! who, though ſo very bare, 
„Were (ſays the Bible) not aſbam'd.“ 


[ a8 


No man binds books ſo well as GeonGE the Third, 
By thirſt of leather glory ſpurr'd— 4 
At bookbinders he oft is ſeen to laugh—— — 
And wond'rous is the King in ſheep or calf! 


But ſee! the Paix cx upon ſuch labour looks 
Faſtidious down, and only readeth books !— 
Here by the Sire the Son is much ſurpaſs'd ; 

Which Fame LOR publiſh on her loudeſt b / 


The King, beats 3 in caſt-of Ee 
That is, in coats, and waiſtcoats, and in breeches 

Which, draughted once a year for foreign ſtations— 
Make fine recruits to ſerve ſome near relations. 


But lo! the Pa NR, ſhame on him! never dreams 
Of pretty Jewiſh, ceconomic ſchemes ! 

So very proud, ('m griev'd, O Tom, to tell it (7 
He'd rather give © a coat V Gan fell it! | 

Fair juſtice to the YR muſt allow 5 
Prodigious ſcience in a calf or cow; 
And wiſdom in the article of ſwine! 
What moſt unuſual: knowledge for a King! 
Becauſe pig-wiſdom' is a thing 


In * no Sov'reigns e' er were known to ſhine. 


Yet 


A 488 1 
Yet wo will think 1 am not + telling fs? ; 15 


” Ty . * 


＋ 2 grabe, 9 Dee, 
Ne'er finger'd at a a fair, F a bullock”s ribs, 
Nor ever ogled a pig 8 face 10 
O dire diſgrace! O let it not be known | 8 
That thun a father hath encell d n fon! | 0 


5 MW 4 5 
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Truth bids me own faber 1. can bios 
A dozen who admire the King; 3 > 
And ſhould he dream of ſetting off for H, 


INM ai tx Sinn 
$19 1 my 


ey he faid he w ou'd, to ſpite CnapLes F ox; 
Draw all his 7ittle omg from the ſtocks, 2 


116 281 7 160 


Shut ſhop, à nd c carry ev'r ry BR and an over; 


curvet 91 I! oF ref 210 1960 Pam“ 1? 


I think—r—indegd, Pm ſure Fog | 
That dozen would not let him go; 
But in the fix uggle ſpend their vital Rh 103 
And hug their idol, probably to death; 
As happen'd to a Romiſh Prieſt a tale 
That, whilſt ! tell it, almoſt turns me Pale. ; as . 


Þ 670 2111 13˙0 10 rock 
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THE ROMISH PRIEST. 
TIL Ear 
A PARSON in the neighbourhood of Roux, 0 
Some years ago——how. many, I don't ſay— 


Handled ſo well his heav'nly broom, 
He bruſh'd, like cobwebs, ſins nt 37 


| Brichterd the black horizon of his pariſh; 
Gave to the PRINCE | or DarkNzss, ſuch hard. 
© blows, 15 
That SATAN was afraid to ſhow bly Hoſes 
(Except in hell), before this prieſt ſo warriſh! 


To teach folks how to fend paths bf elt; (ſj 
And prove a match for Mr. DE Iii, * 


Was conſtantly: this pious man's endeavour, {1 
And, as P ve ſaid before, the man was 1 9114 
2 — rt 74 6-01 . sd ah. 


Red-hot was al his loo Fame declares "7s 
He gallop'd like a hunter o'er his pray'rs ; 
For ever lifting to the clouds his forehead—— 
Petitions on petitions he let fly, 
Which nothing but BARBARIANS could deny— 
In ſhort, the Saints were to compliance worried. 


ITY 


With 
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| With ſhoulders, arms, and hands, this prieſt devout, 


So well his evolutions did perform; 
His pray'rs, thoſe holy ſmall-ſhot, flew about 


So thick Lit ſeem'd like taking Heav'n by 


60 4 


Wünout one atom of reflection, 
No candidate at an election 
Did ever labour more, and fume, and fweat, 
To make a fellow change his coat, 
And bleſs him with the caſting vote, 
Than this dear man to get in Heav'n a a 
For ſouls of children, women, and of men 
No matter which the ſpecies cock or hen! 


Thus did he not like that vile Jefuit think 
Who makes us all with Horror ſhrink, 
A knave high meriting Hell's hotteſt coals ; 


Who vrote a dreadful book, to prove PORN 269.1 


That women, charming women, kern u lor love, 
Have got no waved * TEIOG 24 Li 364) 


3 #1 T TYTITA. 11 
% 


Monſter | to think that WO an had no ſoul! 
Ha! haſt thou not'a ſoul, thou peerlels Mao, 
ho bidſt my rural hours with rapture roll? 


Whoſe beauties | charm the Hephierds and the 


; eien Tin £529 i] 
hade! 5 e 


Ye 


2 


89 
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Ves, CynTH14, and for ſouls like thine, 
Fate into being drew yon ſtarry: ſphere; 
Then kindly ſent thy form divine, Ic 
To ſhow what/wondrous bliſs inhabits there! 


In ſhort, no drayhorſe ever work'd ſo hard, 
From vaults, to drag up hogſhead, tun, or pipe, 

As this good prieſt, to drag, for /mall. reward, 

The ſouls of ſinners from the Devil's gripe. | 


Pleas'd were the +highe/t: angels to expreſs 
Their wonder at his fine addreſs... 
And pow'r againſt the Fang. who makes ſuch 
{trife—— 
Nay, e'en St. PETER faid, to whaw are giv 'n 
The keys for letting people into Heav'n, 
He never got more Waren in his life. 


t 210-1 
Tas added that my nameſake did declare, 


(Peter, the porter of Heav'n gate, ſo truſty ;) 
That till this prieſt appear'd, ſouls were ſo rare 
His bunch of keys was 3 ruſty! 


RF Wy 
Did GoxrLaney of 5 . | 


And leave the Cuvscn a göod round lm; 
Lo! in the twin üng e of an eye „ 
The parſon frank d their. ſouls to 8 a 


— 
. 
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4 * to the Pon rER, or award, 
Inſur'd admittance to the Lord. — ene N 


ba 


4 nüt 133: roles, 1 HAI2 17 
Nor ſtopp d alen zullen an che road 
To take a rogſt before they enter d in; 
For had they got the P/ague, twas ſaid that God 
Had let them n without quarantine. | 


Well then! this parſon was ſo uit vane,” 
So ſought, fo courted, fo deſired, | 
Thouſands with putrid ſouls, like putrid meat, P 


Came we his "uy pickle, to be ſweet: MY 


* as we ſee old hags with jaws of carrion, | 
Enter the ſhop of Mr. Warren; 
Who diſappoints that highwayman gall'd Tiuz, 


1 


| (Noted for robbing Ladies-of their prime,) 


By giving S1xTY Fivz's pale wither'd mein, 
The blooming roles ol Stxrkkx. Reis 
Such vaſt impreſſions did his . make, 
He always kept his flock awake 
In ſummer too—hear, parſons, this ſtrange news, 
Ye who ſo often PP to nodding pews! 
A ncighb'ring town, into o whoſe neaple's g fouls, 
$18, like a rat, had, gat large holes, 


Begg' d 


PA 
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der fim 15 be den euer cher hole * | 


For, ee reader, ſin of fuch a ſort is, 
It ſouls cotrodeth full” as . n. 
Corvodeth 1 braſs, o 2 * R 
W RY 502 folio 4 
They told him they. would give him better bau 
If be'd agree to change his quarters; 


Proteſting, when his ſoul ſhould leave its clay 
Fo rank his bones "AY thoſe of SAINTS wy # 
MARTYRS. 


* . : 11 5p) 4 Nine 1111/07 AY 


This was a handſome bribe alt Papilts, know! 

But ſtop his pariſh would not let bim 8 
Then ſurly did the other pariſh look 
And ſwore to have the man by Hidk of Crooks," . 


9 80 nn, "nb tl} PITT L . it \ 171 
80 b 2 bw. bre A graceleſs eee, — 


The prieſt's pariſhioners, who lov'd him well; 


A1 
Rather than to another church, belong. 
Swore they would ſooner ſee him lodg'd in Hell | 
So violent was their objection ! in den ou 
So very ſtrong too their afteftion | tele; af 
STi —_ Ht ; in | f 
The Labtzs, too, united in the ſtrife; | | / 


Proteſting that they © lov'd him as their life, ITE 
* So ſweetly he would loo when down to pray 11 
“80 happy in a ſermon choice ; ; 
„ And then he had ef nightingales "the Es 
And holy water gave with ſuch an air! 


Ff & Lord! 


* 


t 4.2 5 
dl loſe fe fine a man !—ſo | great a treaſure 7 
« Yielding ſuch quantities of heavenly-pleaſure ! 


8 Forgiving fas fo free, too, at confeſſion, 

6 However "carnal the tranſgreſſion, "694 
In ſuch a charming, love-condemning ſtrain!— 
<6 He really” ſeem'd to ſay yo Go ſim again; 

* HELL ſhall not throw, my angels, 'on ens — 
= ſweet; a ſingle Hovelfut WW coal. * 


5 > 
* MZ ASS GL 11 5 * 38 WW \W 3 © 1 1 4 * 1 * 5 FrY 
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Now in The bre was all the fat: Cee 
Juſt as two bulldogs pull a cat, 
Both pariſhes viith furious zeal eontended 
So heartily the holy man was hugg' d, 
That verysfatally the battle endes! 
be In ſhort, by hugging, lugging and kind ſqueezes, 
The man * 1 was veep in ay 415 : 


nir MAI 03 n , Yo 


This work: WR. the 3 were fought. 5 
ſtoutly; 
And fo the fray continued moſt —— 
Lo with an Arm 6ne*ratcal fled; 107} VIITYOD vl | 
This with leg, and that the head———- 
Off with the foot another goes: i 
Another feizes him and gets the toes. 
{fo N E gig Sitvi yds mont N 
Nay, ſome, a relick ſo intent to crib, 


Fought juſt like walli for a rib; 
Nay 
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Nay more, (for truth, to tell the whole, obliged) 
A dozen battled. for bis Os Coccygis { * 


Heav'n, that ſees all things, ſaw the dire diſpute, 
In which each pariſh acted like a brute; Smt 
Then bade the dead man as a Saint be ſought ; „ 
Still to reward him more, his bones enriches LITE 
With pow r o'er Evils, Rheumatiſms, and liches, 
However dreadful, and wherever cau ught : : 
Thus, by the grace of Him who governs thunder, 
His very toe nail could perform a wonder. 17 


» 


Thus might our Monarch, by this dozen men, 

Be hugg d and they? and ent and then! and 
then! 

Then what? why then, this direful ill 3 bre; 


I a good faabject loſe, and thou a 1 8 855 


No, Tom; no more to ſtrike us wah amaze, 8 
Thy courtly tropes of adulation blaze; | 
A ſetting ſun art thou, ſo mild thy beam! 
Thou (like old Oczan's: heaving wave no more, 
That lifts a ſhip and fly with equal roar) 
Pour'ſt from thy lyric pipe a 889 ſtream. 


ee tip of the rump, | 
| Ffa T1. 0-07 


(461 | 
No Wird we Pear the gale of Fame c LES = 


Wild bluſt'ring with thy Masrzs's 's name” 
No more ideal virtues ride ſublime, 


(Like feathers) on the ſurge « of rhyme, _ 


* < 
* 4 — 
3 F 
w 11. 44 »d Þ > ad 4 21 


But lo che cauſe! it en the, x ROYAL, ILE 
To bid che tempeſt c of his praiſe be ſtill : n 

. No more to let his virtues; make a rout,.._..... 
Blown by thy blaſts like paper "kites about — 


28 


* , 
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Indeed thy ſoy” 'reign in th verſe ſo fine, 
Might juſtly have. exclaim'd at many a line, 

* In peacock's feathers, lo, this! knave: arrays me. 
And like t King « of France of whom I've read, 
Our gracious Sov” reign. allo might have fad, 


4 Wundt have | I done tar he ſhotilT #3 Fah ; TI 


oF 


with pity ! bare Teen PS 4 8081 or Wings 


SE > 


Trundling t iy lyric ee 0 along, 
Amidſt Sr. Jauks's gapers to unload 


Ai: 8 77 TY , 10K I.. 


The motley mals, of ; Pompous e ode ; 1 
| 50 


111761 a4 11 2. 7 ¹ 


And wiſh'd the hack, for verſe t the annual prize, N. 
To poets of a leg renown 


7 rtl n Ni GET? 9 >dilg 1 4 

- To poor, WII. A5ON, Who! in Gs ſighs . _ 
< 4 l 100 (3 

Yo rut beneath the Laus REAT! s leaden crown. 


Warm in the praiſe thou miphr'ſt have been, 


Of thy. great King and his great Queen ; : 
But 
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But not fo diabolically bot 5 
A downright devil, c or a pepper. pot. A — AQ 
By Dev, ( without thy being b born a wizard) | 
Thou ought'ſt to know I mean a turkey's gizzard; 
So chriſten'd for its quality, by man, | 
Becauſe fo oft tis loaded with bian— | | 
This dey'l is fuch a red- hot bit of meat . 
As nothing but the ev} Hinge thould eat. 
A foes was Jarge enough, the world well knows! 
Why give the pap of praile then with a ladle' 1 7 
Gently thou ſhou'd'ſt have rock' d him | to repoſe— 
Not hke a drunken nurſe 0 *ertury'd the cradle, 


1 do not marvel that the King was wrath,” 
(Knowing himſelf no bigger than a lah) 
To find himſelf 2 tall, gigantic oak— | 


V3 4 1 * 
*Twas too much of 4 aue kae ſtroke | : 1 
THU "VAL — 1131 


Ah! where was r the en maid? 
Where was the rural vagrant ſtraying, 
Not to admoniſn thee, an idle fade, ; 5 


4 10 6 : x ay 


When thou thy tifneful, compliments were : paying? 2 
Vet why this queſtion put 1, Tom, to thee ?— 


DAMINDEDING 1 Ml 


Lord! how we wits forget !—ſhe was with me. 


tl 


+ : 4 4 
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if * I 
» » þ- fi Tei are ro, 
Dear Modeſty | very few car 10% Hp 
Oft condeſcends to 2 ob LT a7 . 8 


From time to time, the majd my. rhyme reviews, | 
And dictates tweet inſtruQions to the miſe. 


Ky 25 ; 7 
—270¹ PRI Meg. 1 


oe Fi a; 1% ad d2rwsd bun 511 
Yes, 8 * my cottage to adorn, 


* like that baſbful damſel call'd Miss Mog 
Who ſmiling on the dreary, caves. of 45 51 
Now from her caſt with ſilent pace and flow, . 
O'er vonder ſhadowy mount's 8 Zigantig brow, . 6 
And to my window ſteals with dewy. . 
Then peeping t through the panes Ache ruh mi 9 
Seems 10 alk liberty, to enter in. 5 my 07 


11 Hun (13147 JOANS.. 


Now vent ring on "the, fables of. MV . 

She ſweeps the darkneſs with her ſtar lad. brgom 

Now pleas d a ſtronger ſplendg or to diffuſe, ; 7, 

Smiles on the plated. buckles, j in my ſhoes; _. 

Smiles on my;breeches, too, of handſome pluſh, 
Where George's heads once made no gingling 


oun * b ˖ N 
ſ * d, it Dt bo, 1510. A kliot wh 14 


But where, amidſt the. pockets. all vas "yo 
Such awful, ſilence reign d around! pen - 


Whoſe fob, which thieves fo, often pick, _ 
Was quite4 weten wales click. 


170 
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—— * 11 
1 * F 
. 


/ 


g 118 49 4 


L 439 J 


Now caſting on my pen and ink a 2. , 3 
Seeming with ſweet reproof fo f. fay, : 
The lark to Heav'n ber grateful mattins fings: * 


1 S000 
60 Then, Peter, allo ope thy tuneful throat, 
L ISS WI ReSTIE3970 OA 


« And, happy in a faſcinating note, 
« _ 10 rer che beſt of f. Kings.” 


. * = 
— T t re 151 is Ho. f 
- — - - 


Howe'er the world o abufe me may de ORE 
I cannot do without Crown'd Hrans, by Heav'n! 
Bards muſt have ſubjects that their genius ſuit— 
And if I's e not Crown'd Heads, I muſt be m 
Vb £13197 1851 bur CLIT Of DAE ©) 
1 ct is be LY Cali ice; a game Lat Whiftz a 
* game, "tho! play? d by people « e'er fo keen, 
Cannot with much ſucceſs, alas! exiſt, 
Except their hands poſſeſs a King and Deen. 
I ova, my mae deliglis in royal folks r: 
Lead- mines, producing many pretty pounds? 9 
Jos Mi.LAns, furnifhing a fund of joke? 
£6, with à fund of Nike x a euren e as 


9 * 


* »Ww 


ww \ 
o4 
* 


yrulgaiy of 9b8M wwe cbiaffc o S 
At ro al ee Lord! a lucky hit 
Saves Our po6 r brain ti“ expence f wit? _ 


At —— 15 but Satire Hft his gun donẽ 
The more their feathers f 7 „the nicre the fun- W 
F'en the whole world; "Btockhesd# inf men of letters, | 


Enjoy a cannonade * their betters, | 
Woy! ; | 
| And, 


2 


£4449 I 


And, gd de, Kings and-Queens | 
Know pretty well What ſcandal means, 


And low it o0.— e, Majelhy's a grinner 
Scandal that really would diſgrace a ſtable 
Hath oft been beckon'd to a royal table, 
And pleas d a princely palate more than dinner. 
71 know the \ world exclaimeth i in this Site err —— 
K Suppoſe a. King not otherwile, 5 
* (A vice in Kings not very oft ſulpeded) . 
£ . Suns he does this childiſh thing, and this, 
4 If. folly conſtitutes a Monarch's bliſs, . 


* Shall ſuch by ſaucy PRct lang, corrected? 


Re OL o 217 $1133 » $« Ai 9 {5 


Bold is me man old Parſon Calchas + cries, 

te Who tells a Monarch Where his error lies.” — 

* Grant that a King in converſe cannot ſhine, 

And ſharp with ſhrewd remark a world alarm; 

W What buſineſs, Peter Pindar, is't of thine? 
* Grant puerilities pray where's the harm“ 


GN 00N% VABOI 


To ai I anſwer, (e L don't think. a King 
k. Will goto hell for ev'ry :childiſh- thing 
Jet mind, IJithink that one in his great ſtation 


| e Should, Bowen: example Cy © 
| 
| F704 140 4 ene, ' 
1 ino blo ZHSJUO h | | * And 
| 9 an | 


— * 
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* And when an eagle he ſhould: ſpring 
cc To drink the ſolar þ blaze on tow'ring wing; 
„ With dating and undazzled Sea; 
Not be a ſparrow upon chimneys hopping, 
* His head in holes and corners Popping 


. For flies? A. ;, 


Tom, I'm not griev'd * thou haſt chang'd thy note, 

And op'd on Winder wall thy tuneful throat; 
For verily It is a rare old mals ! 

Nor angry that to Weser thou doſt deſcend; 


The King's great painting oracle and friend, 
Who teacheth Jexvas h how to ſpoil good glaſs 


But, ſon of Isis, ſince amidſt this ode, 
| Thou talk'ſt of painting, like an ardent lover, 
Of panes of glaſs now daubing over, 
n delighfully the great abode; 


Speak know ſt thou aught of an? s rare Car- 
tons? 


I have not ſeen them, Tom, "as many moons ! 


Why did'ſt thou not, amidſt thy rhyming fit, 
Of thoſe moſt heav'nly pictures talk a bit 


For which the Nation paid down ev'ry /ouſe ? 
Rare pictures, brought long ſince from Hau roy 

5 Cour, 5 | 
And by a ſelf-taught CaRPENTER cut ſhort, 
Io uit the pannels of the QuzzN's old houſe. 


80 
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So ſays: oA hope it is not true 
And yet I verily believe it too 31) 


It is ſo like ſome people 1 could name, 
Whoſe: rear walk, a e ume. 


- Beftrew me, but it” brings to lead n 
A cutting ſtory, much of the ſame kind! | 


It happ'd, at PLyMouTH town fo fair and ſweet, 
Where wandering gutlers, wandering gutlers meet, 
Making i in ſhaw'rs of rain a monſtrous. pether; 
Bart'ring lide Ras: FalR Jews, | with one the other, 
With carrots, cabbage leaves, and breathleſs cats, 


| EL AP n oh. e _ hats 


10 
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Aten hes — to * Sauix's 's City Show's— 
Where clouds to waſh its face for ever pour 
A town where Beautraps under water grin, 
Inviting gentle-ftrangers to walk ina: 

Where dwell the Lady Naiads of the flood, ' | 
Prepar'd' to crown their viſitors with mud. 


A town where Parſons for the Living: Hght,- 

On every vacancy, with godly might, of 
| Like wreſtlers for lacꝰd hats and buckſkin breeches; 
Where oft the prieſt who beſt his lung emploßs 

IJ 0o make the rareſt diabolic noiſe, (91911 
With ſoreſt chance of dd n preaches 
BH % r lia 517 Whole 
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Whoſe empty ſounds alone his labour bleſs; ; * 
Like cannon fg 10 veſſels | in —_ * 
A town where, exil'd by the Higher DE 
The RovaL Tax with indignation ours; 
E. by his Sizz from London and from ſin, 
"IS * his Catechiſm to Miſtreſs Wrxx, ws 


Dan itt ol awo l Mn Brac. 
2 6 N Fo } s Irons . 1571. — * iti TT; | | By . 
Tis PLYMOUTH CARPENTER AND 
[11 170 j 
"THE corrixs. my 
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IN the laſt war:French pris ners . died 
Of fevers, colds, and more good things beſide: 
Preſents for valour from damp walls and —_— 
And nakedneſs, that ſeldom Tees a ſhirt: 
And vermin, and all ſorts of dirt: 
And multitudes of motley ſtinks, or 
That might with ſmells of any:clime compare 
That ever ſought the noſe or fields of air. 


Forming a pretty ſort of wooden wings 
For wafting men, to graves for t'other world; 
Where r OOe to 4 no * 
more) sieg i145 
The rudders of our ſouls are 9 0 
And all the fails for ever furl'd. 


As coſſins are deem'd neceſſary things - + / | 
| 
| 
| 


A carpenter 


41 


A carpenter, firſt couſin to the M Ry | 
A "> no 
Hight , 2 wan Fe 7 ER Ky, 
Got leave, through borough it int'reſt, to prepare : 
| Good wooden lodgings for the Gallic nation; 
I mean, for luckleſs Frenchmen that' were dead; * 


And very vel indeed Ser REW 8 contract ſped. 


His wood friend Death Wade Wonderful Nadz f 

As if they play'd into each other's hands; 

As if the Carpenter and Death went ſnacks | 
ee ee nn rn SP 
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* By th is fame, contract coffin wood, | 
For ſuch ; as Death had thrown pak. their back 


= 


This e like men of 52 — 2 ob HO 


| When conſcience. yery eaſily perſuades 
I0 take from neighbours uſeleſs ſuper 


Reſolv'd upon an economic plan, e 


Which ſhows that in the character 15 man 
Economy is 22 15 e, 


I know fone a our fay the 8 pulſes 
Beat high for iy Tyr chairs and beds and Were 


For lo, this man of ecanomic ſort „ 2 


Made all his coffins much 00 ſhort, _ 6 


Net ſnugly he accommodates the an 
Cuts off, , vi much 77775 ! the Nets, | 


4 , # 7 4 by . -Þ ws 3 * i 
. 
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* 
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And l io key it fake as 4 Well as warm, _—_ 
He grayely puts it underneath the arm; 7 35 | 
Makin his dead man quite a Pak bes —.— 


Holding Bis bl « en bras chapeau, - FIR 


- 
4 a 0 % ; * 1 ; 
. ATi! 3.) 7 C 4 - Ab is) $5 11. it 7 | "x NI. 
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But, Thong! 'n now to thoſe irs a e 

Do aſk thy Sov'reign in my name e 
| ny (1: 2425 6 
What 8. to be done with thoſe rare pictures next; 


CY 
wa 


Some months ago, by night they rravell'd down 5 
71 | 10 
To the Queen's s houſe n Windſor t town, 3 
* which the TER folks were my vex' d. 


ale. ' 55. las 


For if thoſe fine Cartons, * hil”ry fays, 0 
Were (much t to this great nation? 's praiſe) ,. 
| Bought for the nation” $ pole inſpection; 3 
22 to ſuffer any man to feel 'em, 
Or ſuffer any forward dame to ſteal em 


Would be a national refer, 


nom Std MO 


N 
Tom, aſk, to e if "they * re "ord to 823 3 


Becauſe the walls are naked there, 1 know- 

Strelitz a mouſe-hole i is, all dark and drear ;, bY 
And ſhou'd the pictures be inclin'd | to tray, , 2 ot 
Not liking Strelitz, they may loſe their way, 
And ramble to ſome Hebrew auctioneer: 


159 
182 


50 44 


Where 


. 


Where like poor m— not. 24 

The holy wand rers may be made a lo 

And like the goods at Garraway's: e 

Chrilt and the Saints be ſold 0 inab of. Suſe 75 

| oil a9blo 0: Bonne N 46 
Dearly dela 8 to conclude! 50 II 

(I fee thee ready to baw} out * amen v) 


For | 


wbetber like trout and eck f in ena pric & 
je, 

Along't the ſimple ſtream of proſe. we Boks 

Or —_— from below a a cloud a mud, 


nne 


Or if a paſt ral 3 image charm thee more 
Whether the. vales of proſe our feet explore, 
Or rais'd ſub line c on ob·'s aerial ſteep, _ 133 


581 


We bound from rock to roc ock like, & oats and een ep; 


(EYE Dios 51 


# | 


. 
— 


Whether we dine with Dukes on fifty diſhes, 125 

Or, poet like, againſt « our wiſhes, © eie 

On beef or pork, an economic crümb. 

(Perchance not bigger than our thumb, a 
Turn'd by a bit of packthread at the fire,) 

To ſatisfy our hunger's keen deſire; 

A good old proverb let us keep in vie 

Fiz. Thomas, * give the dev'l his due.” 


Whether 


( 44> 


Whether'a monarch, iſſuing high command, 
Smiles us to court, and takes us by the hand; 
Or rude bumbailiffs touch us on the ſhoulder, 
And bid our tuneful harps in priſon moulder; 
Sell not (to meanneſs ſunk) one golden line— 


The Musz's incenſe for a gil of Wine). (15728 
N. p66 =— = C 83 F | 


. 


This were a poor excuſe of thine, my fend | 

<« Few are the people that my ode attend: | 
m like a country clock, poor, lonely thing, 

« That on the ſtaircaſe, or behind the door, 

« Cries, * Cuckow, Cuckow, juſt at twelve and 

r , 
« And chimes that vulgar tune“ God ſave the 
cc King.” 


9 « 
* % - 
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Oh! if delerting wiege lofty 'towrs, a ö ; 
To fave a ix. pence in his barrack bow rs, 
A Monarch ſhuffles from the world away, 
And gives to FoLLy's whims. the buſtling days, 
From ſuch low themes thy promis'd. praiſe recall, 
And ſing more wo e of the WM, Mop Wale 
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SUBLIME PERSONAGE. 
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A CRAN D Exordium, containing news from 
Jericho— Peter infirmeth Majeſty of the great noiſe 
on their reſpective accounts—and talketh of Sampſon 
and Dalilah—the London Coffee-houſes and the 
Royal Exchange—Peter explaineth the cauſe of the 
great noiſe, and Fjaculateth=talketh of preparations 
at the Palace for his diſgrace and murder —Peter in- 
formeth Majeſty of what Majeſty hath been informed 
——complaineth that he hath been pictured a downright 
| Devil-—beggeth that à proper inquiry may be inflituted 
Peter promounceth himſelf no Devil Peter writeth 
ſoft Sonnets to prove that he hath not à hard heart. 
Peter talketh of Courtiers and court matters —of what 
the World wickedly ſayeth of him—Peter cannot con- 
vince the world mentioneth the deſpondence of the 
Newſpapers, M agazines and Reviews=alſo the famine 
in poctr Peter exculpatetÞ Majeſty—Peter refuſeth 
modeſtly—hinteth at Royal misfortunes, Diamonds, Na- 
bobs, and an adtion of Trover—Peter propheſieth 
mournfully—giveth the Hiſtory of Nebuchadnezzar's 
graſs diet—Peter affordeth good reaſons for refuſing a 
Penfion—relateth an anecdote of a dead Archbiſhop— 
formeth @ ſcheme for univerſal Happineſs, by diſcover- 
ing Sin and Shame to be a pair Impoſtors, and 
Gg 2 for 
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2 n. —— - 
* r wmv , — — . . 49s — — — . TEIIIn . 
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for _— 3 Sunday — > ontdoeth 
old Poets in egotiſm—condemneth Miſtreſs Damer, the 
great ſhe-ſtatuary, far attempting our: m Sublime 
Sovereign—Peter, like many authors, exhibiteth pro- 
digious acquaintance with ancient Literature, by men- 
tioning . the of 77 Jupiter, Phidias, Praxiteles, 

Vitgil, and Auguſtus Czſar—Peter puffeth) again— 

| Peter produceth a Tale chout Majeſty, Mr. Robinſon, 

| Alderman Skinner, au chealed Sh Sheep aſſa a Tale 

| . of Majeſty and Parſon Young, whoſe neck was un- 
fortunately wnbinged at a hunt. 

' Peter, full hankereth after. \Prifera—dijtbietif oh 
the Powers of Poetry, et alfo en his own miraculous 
 pewers—Ptter 'profe 772 independency and great chpa- 
bility. of making a hearty; mutton«bone. dinner like An- 
drew M. arvel=Ptter diſtrufteth his  fortitude—quat- 

erh oppoſe Alion. men for pitiful deſertion of principle, and 
- » &:ſcanteth an money Peter telleth an appojite Tale of 
Lady Intington's Parfun, a Dog, and a Squire, 

Heter quateth the Wind and Mr. Eden—t#xhibizeth 

more Symptoms | of eee in, 4 _ 
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Darap Six, the rams horns that Narr down 


The walls of IxRIcHO's old town, 
Made a moſt monſtrous uproar, all agree 
But lo! a. louder noiſe. around us rages, 
About two molt important perſonages; 


No _ * e SIG that Yau and Me? : hb 


In A not greater the 8 made 
When 'DALI1LAH, a little artful jade, 


e a very pretty i) \. madig 


44471 41 


Who well repaid the 3 * — 
By pulling down the houſe about their ears. 


Prodigious is the ſhake around! 


Still Lox pod keeps (thank God) her ground; 


N. 


1 


, 
Nas 


Yet, 
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Yet, how th ExcHancs and CorrEE-Houszs ring! 
Nothing is heard but PzTzz and the KN: 
The handſome! bar-maids ſtare, as mute as fiſhes,; 
And fallow waiters, frighten'd, drop their-diſhes ! 
As firſt *twas thought the triumph of the Jews 
On ſome great vi@'ry in the boxing way: 


The news, the very anti- chriſtian news, 


Of IsxAEL's HERO“ having won the day 
And HuurRRIESs, a true Chriſtian boxer, beat: 
Enough to give all wanne ſweat. 


Again, *twas thought | great news of the | Grand 
Turk, 


Who on his hand had got ſome ſerious work 3 
Twas fancied he had loſt the day; ; 

That ev'ry Muſſulman was kill'd in battle, 

A fate moſt Proper for ſuch heathen cattle, 
Who do not pray to God our 4585 | 


But lo! unto the lofty — 
Of ſound this wonderful alcenfion, | 
Doth verily, my Liege, from this ariſe ; 
That you have giv'n the gentle Bard a penſion! 


"—_ * 
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Great is the ſtiout indeed, Sir, lh abr. 
That you have örder'd me this händſbme thing 4 
On which, with lifted eyes, des ener- 4 
| c God! ON: J 4) SLSR 2103164 WOItEY Dy 7 


5 « Though great my Danes; Jy; ow om the 
„N Ar | 5 1 " 


And yet, believe me, Sir; 1 lately 8 r 
That all your doors were doubly lock'd and barr'd 
Againſt the PozT. for his tuneful art; 
And that the tall, ſtiff, ſtately red machines, 
Your Grenadiers, the guards of Kings and Queens, 
Pars order, e ne Fn AE eort, 


"ww #7 
4 1141 


1 4 . 1 * 
S 0 


That if to Houſe of Bock x chAu I came, 
Commands were giv'n to Miſtreſs, Brice, 
A comely, ſtout, two-handed dame, 5 
To box my ears and pull my wig, ES 
The Cooks to ſpit me curry me, the Grooms, 
a Kitchen Queens to baſte me with their brooms, 


T1 


You're told that 1 t in my v ways Tm very e | Wl,” 

So ugly! fit to travel for a . = # 

Y 7 % 1 af « 

And that L look all grimly where 1; 801 
Iuſt like a devil! 

With horns, and tail, and hoofs that make folks 8 


And in my breaſt a millſtone for a heart 


7 


* 


This 


[i 456 J. 


This cometh from à certain Painter, SI; 
Bid ſtory- mouſing Nico ar inquires 
Lour Page, your: Mercury, with cunning eyes; 
Who jumping at each found, ſo eager opes 
His pretty wither'd pair of Ching/e chops, 
Like a Dutch dog that leaps-t-butterflies- 
He, Sins, will look me oer, and will not fail 
To ſwear that Tur no * een e | 
149 Ain 4 ; „ 2 
Lord! Lord! | theſe Eugen ire me e and furpriſe! 
Dread Sir,-don't ſee: with other people's eyes 
No dev lam with horns, and tail, and hoofs 
As for the likeneſs of my heart to ſtone— 
No, Sir it's full as tender as your own— 
Accept, my Liege, ſome ſimple love-ſick proofs. _ 
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rn 
To av UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 


gait 6 125 Hig dab Ya. S106 on 12 FA 


SAY, 1 lovely M Maid, with downcaſt, eye, 
And cheek with Glent f. ſorrow pale; „ 


What giv s thy heart the le engthen'd d dfi igh, - 8 
That heaving tells a mournful tale? * 


(MM O13: 10. NTG 311 
eaſt & erwhelgy' | 


peak, ſtorm 1 t wrecks 


Ty t 2 5s . * i be . rf ilgde 


Thy 5 6140 | os 
You fot ba! rear mould never know, g 
Jalbb. Oh! 


[- 457% J? 
Oh! tell me, dot ſonte favonr'd —— 22 
Too often bleſta thy beauties ſlight: ? 8¹ 
9 — ie and «mat, | 
ao 
What eons Ind fac 8 SI 
And feigns the fond, impaſſion'd teur; 
Breathes all the eloquence of ſig hs 
83 treach'rous won = artleſs ear? 


r P * 


niit bag m 97 et 2190 :bto.t bio. 
Let not thoſe * thy: anguiſh move, 1 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine — 
That heart ſhall ne' er be bleſt by ove, z, A 
Whoſe guilt can force a pang from thine. 


—— — 
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rf 
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AH! tell me no o more, my d dear girl, with a figh, X 
That a coldnies will creep o er. my heart ; FIR 


That a ſullen indifFrence will 0p on. OD 


When thy beauty "begins to A. hy vo 


Aut! 3 AK 


Shall thy graces, O C nthi * tha ladden my day, 
And brighten i ek of aa * 2185! VOL 


enen Süss 0 183 283430 
Till life be extin 4 rom 0 , 
IIS ft 320 * 1 3 
Which it ough 0 review with , del ght : 
9004 T9199: DIYONE udn 92 5) ? VT 


| 4 Upbraiding, 


[ 458] 
Upbraiding, fall Gzamirups:ſay-with à tear, 
That no longer I think of thoſe chamm 
* Which gave to my boſom ſuch rapture ſineere, 
And faded at length in my arms?” ? 


Why yes! it may Ern. — 
To be honeſt—l freely declare, | 


That e'en now to thy converſe ſo much I incline, 
Pve already forgot thou art fair, 


To ee Ben As 


HOW happy was my morn of love 
When firſt thy beauty won my re . 
How guiltleſs of a with to rove! 


I deem'd it more than death to part! 


# 3 54 7 1 7 
111 14 297 x J | 4 \F 
of 


Whene'er from zhee'I chane'd to'tray, wy ant 
How fancy dwelt upon thy mien 


That ſpread with flow'rs my diſtant way, NH 

And ſhow'r'd delight on every ſcene! 116909 DA 
But ForTUNE, envious of my joys, | 

Hath robb'd a lover of thy charms— , 
From me thy ſweeteſt ſmile decoys, 

And gives ches to another's arms. 

1 1 | Y et; 


[145994] 
Yet, though my tears are doom'd to flow, it 
May tears be never Laura's lot! 
His wound to mine ſhall be forgot. 


— 
" * a =”. 1 p * — P 
- 


9 * % . 
« It 7 Y" 31% w_— £4 3%} ; 
* . 
HYMN TO MOD EST VI. 


O! Mop EST, thou fy and bluſhing maid, 

Don't of a ſimple Shepherd be afraid; 

Wert thou my lamb— with ſweeteſt graſs I'd treat 
thee— | 3 * 

J am no WoL x ſo ſavage that ſhould eat thee: 

Then haſte with me, O Nymph, to dwell, 

And give a. Goddeſs to my cell. 


Thy fragrant breaſt, like Alpine ſnows ſo white, 
Where all the neſtling Loves delight to lie; 

Thine eyes, that ſhed the milder light N 
Of Niohr's pale Wand' rer o'er her cloudleſs ſæy, 

0 Nymph, my panting, wiſhing boſom warm, 

And beam around me, what a world of charm ! 
Then haſte with me, O Nymph, to dwell, 
And give a Goddeſs to my cell. 


Thy flaxen ringlets, that luxuriant ſpread, 
And hide thy boſom with an envious ſhade ; 
| TM Thy 


L. 46 J 


Thy pohſtrdicheek ſo ditnpled, where the rdſe 
In all the bloom of ripening ſummer blow: 
Thy luſcious i lips: that heav ny dreams: inſpire; 
By Beauty form'd, and loaded with Deſire; 
With ſorrow, and with wonder, J I ſee 
(What melting treaſures |) thrown away on thee. / 
Then haſle, with me, O Nymph, to dwell, 
And give wat ws SAL. iq | 
| qi nig! 52 | 
Thou ene bolom 1 fan 446 
And as for thoſe two pouting lips divine 
Thou think*ſt them form'd alone for ſimple chat 
To bill HHN, thy f rite dove, .... 
And playful force, with ſweetly fondlin ft 
Their kiffes. on a lapdog or a cat, 
Then baſke with me, meek, maid, 9 rake. 
And give AO to my cell, f 
Ms Htotgtborg 2yvod lyuliſtgd 2d! 
Such thoughts thy, feet ſimplicity en ! fg 
But I can point out far ſublimet uſes 
Uſes the very beſt of men eſteem 
Of which thine Innocence did never dream: 
Then haſte with me, meek maid, to dwel}, 
And give 4 ene mr eel};>1q ic ton 2 


d nouclisgqs gli 1601 1% ba birt 


Oh! fly from Turtbince, the brazen rogue, £ 

Whoſe flippant tongue hath gotithe Triſh brogue: 

18510 Whoſe 
4 | 


— 1 ] 

Whoſe hands would pluck thee like: che fuireſt low r, 

Thy cheeks; eyes, forehead, lips and neck, devour: 

Shun, ſhun that Caliban, and with ma dwell- 

eee een 4c cells yi 

dot ee „obo fr bas worrol hi 

The world, e full of arts 

Would turn thee pale, and fill with dread thy heart, 
Didſt thou perceive but half the ſnares 

The Dev'L for charms like thine prepares ! 


Then haſte, e ee vodT 


And give a'Goddeſs * Pp 80 i 28 DNA 


, — „ > # * — You! 
805 $1017; 120t no b mmol gigw? IN? JORL 


From morn to eve my Kit & "ey wid of 
Thy eyes” mild beam and bluſhes ſhall improve; Dig. 
And lo! from our ſo innocent embrace, d 
Voung Mobrsrizs ſhall fpring, 4 numerous race! 
The bluſhing girls in ev'ry thing like Thee, bn 
The baſhful boys prodigiouſly like Me / 
Then haſte with me, O-Nymph/;* to dwell, dt det 
And give a 2 Goddeſs to r cell. Non n 1 10H 


— Sm to 319d vie 90! 2H 


19105 T9y20, DID Q20900RAL SAL) ede 10 
TAs 399 u dne 598d nadT 
18 not this prettin 8 Sir? can hs be foteettm 
Indeed of that vile appellation, Devil, 
So blackguard,.ſo unfriendly and uncivif, . 1 40 
Shou'd not J be baptiz d the gentle PeTER?;. |; 


4 K * 
_ &. 7 8 * — 


Great is the bus about chte Court; 
20 n en „Turks, Chriſ- 
Halti meet 250i 0 
Or Smithftetd Fair, Arn ſort, 
1 be * Bullocks, all fo _ greet. 


17 
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Bufy indeed is man) h ce 

Afraid to truſt each other with eb 

In hem and Halls, and lralf words, hinting: 

Some 'whifp*ving, liPningyttip-toe walking; ſquint- 
ing; enten Soiflg 347 ee 

For lo, fo warily" each courtier ſpeaks, 

They Cem to- talk with hakers round anerk. 


7 * Gt. 'Þ 2 In C410 TICS Ir: 76456! 75 18. 2 v 


f? 


Some praſe'the'! King pai ſpirit, 
For ever ſtüdlying how 46 find dit merit; 
Whilſt from its box their heart doth ſlily peep, 
And aſk the tongue with marv'ling eyes, 
How dt can dare to tell a heard 
Of E err: w eee lies * v 


; 
4 


„ 


8 


= he: are e mighty fat! Py "the people ery— 
Meaning ur _ 
85 2 hog of 33 VER | 
This vile apoſtate bends to Baal the knee; 
By 105 for a NE meat and guzzle 


« This ſneaking cur, too, takes the muzzle, © \ 
4 70 | ge In 


o = 
4 ? 
+ > 


4 L 43 J 
<« In lytic ſcandal ſoon will be a chaſm 
He wrote for bribes, tis plain, and now hs has 
em.— 1991 ener! 
= This mighty. war-horſe- will be ſon-in hand, 
By means of meat, the price of venal notes, 
* Calm as a hackney coach-horſe on his ſtand, 
* Toſſing about his noſe-bag and his oats. - 
« Whatever he hath ſaid, he dares unſay, 
In native impudence fo rich 
ot Explain the plaineſt things away, 
And call his muſe a forward b——; 
„ Treat fire of friendly promiſes as ſmoke, 
And laugh at truth and honour as a joke:“ 
Such, Sir, is your good people's howl, | 
As thick as ſmall birds peſtering a poor in, 


. 


In Rte 1 6a the world -— 
That I have not a penſion found; 

Which ſpeech of ſimple truth the mob enrages: - 
= PeTER, this is an arrant lie 
” The fact i is clear, too clear, they cry 

Thou haſt n touch d a — wages. 


te Varlet; it n was thy vile i intention 
* Thou halt, gy haſt, my liar, got a penſion ! b 


WY eee 
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Sill, ep my — * 
Molt finfully,. I gun“: I. haut, by G —at 
= —9 Worn, my Eyes gut of my hend, 
ee eee n 


The aparaing and the enen — 
Struck by the ſound, art in the vapour: Y 
And mpurm̃ and droop, to think n T* 
Stunn'd by the unexpected new, R 
The em base nnen, a, 17 
Tor grief can ſcarcely lift the head. 
, u D ehe uind. dat, gem. of 
ys Nothing bud por mechanie Rufze diey cyl 0 
* Shall aun he quoted for the public eye - 
ew off Noching original in (ng 90 209180) 
Os No novelty of images and thought 
8 Before our fair Tribunal mah be biöbgbt' 1100 
But triſting tranſpoſitions of dur engl?" 
dull! bid ex z6w0 to bss Nui To mar 
© Nought but a ſolemn pomp fires, VIBoby 5111 
„ Bearing Ileleſs thought) hat Peäaderd mec!“ 
The picture of a funeral that dfotug ; per | 
So ſolemn marching thro? the ſtaring ſtreet, 
de oft wil vod or srentug int 5 wort wo! 
c Where flags, And horſe,” and foct, 4 fottow ape, 
« With all Hd den difmalty ve E | 
« Near tho-pottleotyle—Spethape'@ pity bt. 
« Or dry old maid, as meagre às· a cat. 
CH | «© No, 


[465 ] 
Vo, sir! you never offer me A prüften — . 8 25 
Ber den I gucb © is your Ed lhteniio THER we 
Les, Gir, you mean à ſmall dA, e, 4 
But zie me leave,” Bir, to decltüg the offer. Ea | 


I'm much oblig d t'ye, - Sir, for your your war; T 
But Oratorios have half undlone ye: } vo 2511 > 6.7 


"Tis. whiſper'd, t00, that. thieves" hre robb'd the 


| 
| 
[ 
| 


Till man BD: Roagzenu Sf) yd b anus 
f 
Which kept your mill vad utter ones” IT 
| Lill 05 lsst NED 1% 


So much with ſaving wiſdom: are you FUR 
Drury and Covent Garden ſeemdorſakeno'''/ © 
Since caſt attendeth «thoſe! theatric borders, 
Content you go t RIH”, Hover with orders. 
5 dgvotli hos wnemi To „% of ® 
Form'd.to. delight all eyes, all hearts: engage, 5 
When lately the ſweet PNIN M gamer of age, 
Train oil inſtead of wax was bid t' illume 
The goodly company. and daneing roam b bo hes 
| This never had, been done, Fm very ura, 
Had not you;heen, ſame | way ar nher, poop 11! 1 


257th) Ami ü od noidazgm nne d 
bh now want guineas to buy live ſtock, Sir, 1 


ny o graze. your Windſor, hill and vale; $7211 od on | 
Fe farmers will nor let their cane fit.. 


e en ee nail. A ds 
5” prfinerſe \Royal; > blo ub 30 * 


Hh | I'm 
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I'm told your ſheep have dy'd by dogs and bitches, 
And that your fowls have ſuffer'd by the fitchews; 
And that your man-traps, guards of gooſe and ne 
And cocks and hens, have had bit ſo fo luck. 
Scarce fifty rogues, in chaſe of fowls and Eee, 
Have in thoſe n — loi wick _ 


2105 g * 1 


The bulſe, Sir, on a viſit to ths Tow, 
Howe'er the Royal Viſage may look ſour, 
Howe' er an object of a deep devotion, 
Muſt croſs once more the eaſtern Ocean! 


A. 1 * #* © motnagtty. * — 1 * 4 


* 


„„ 


Indeed dard di'monds will be Ca 4 
Or ſcandal on us rolls in floods 
Some Na HOB may be vile enough 


To bring an action for ſtol'n goods- | 
Kale! 


An action, to Tpeak lawyer-like, of 'Tre rover ; . 
And Heav' n bob it ſhould come over! ie 


11 (O33 11), ET HFTOND, ion LOL BU 245144 


For cod Heer herbs bee 
The Abbey muſic was put ff; 

Becauſe the Royal purſe is poor, | 

| Plagu'd with dry a conſumptive cough; 

Yet in full health again that purſe may * : 

By God's grace, an and a bim mill diet. F 


Cloſe as 4 vice. behold the nation's fiſt! \ "ap 
Vain will be mouths, made up for Civil Liſt; 


And, 


[ 497 J 

d, humble pray'rs, ſo very ſtalſem 
wi W an old wife's tale 

Tin faithful "ni to your aravingn - 

Will not give up the e 1 59018900 

Your fay'rite miniſter, I'm told, runs 19H, 

And * at ſuch Ta like a — 

T nc o5( 

What if my 82 friend Name 808 to revel 2 
ADpams and — —_— flung hard 
He finds his . ns hot. 


Bux k R, ar, and SHRRIDAN, ye break his 
bones. - fin 111 


As ſurely as we — and felt he bulle, 
Haſtings bath got a very awkward pulſe; * 
Therefore i in jeopardy the culprit ſtands' 
Like patients whoſe diſorders doctors light 
Too often, he may bid us all good night; 
And ſlip, poor man, between our hands. 


Then, Sir! Oh! then, as long as life endures, 3 . 
Nought but remembrance of the bulle i Is ours; 
And to a ſtomach that like ours digeſts, 3% F D 
Slight 1s the dinner on remember'd fealts. 


| 
I think we cafes utiderſtand, and ker 
Symptoms, as well as molt ingenipur*men; * 
| TIF H h 2 * 
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But Lord! 12 7 oft che wilelt are wiſtakenn 
Therefore Ltremble for his badger'd bacen. 


We may be out, with all our kill ſo Aever; 1 
And what ve think an ague, | prove Fact Aj af 


* 0 | | 4 8 
NrpUc4l, zzz Au, Six; te Ki, pls ce 
As facred Hiltries' ſweetly fit ing, | 12 
Was on all- fours th turn'd out to ek, 


Juſt like : a 4 horſe." or "mule, or als: © {4 10 OV 


- 10 1? 307 eh 1189 71! ta 4 ics {350 
1 2 


Heav'ns! what a fall from kingly glory! 
I hope it will, not ſo turn out 
'T hat we ſhall have. (to make 2 Leu 
y A ſecond. part of tha old ſtor) ry! 


115301 uuol ANC 


i? 


This penſion WAs with meant; 0 bos King 5 
And for tlie Bard a very pretty thing; 1050 
But let me, Sir, refuſe it, I implore— 
I 5980 not to be rich whilſt”; you are poor; 4 

Il 591 TYO\ 


ir, I c#not be your hum e hack; 
I tear * Majeſty would break. my back. 


185 bits 21001 yeh 50G. 15 978 i 111 To A 


I dare refuſe you for ahbiller rehſün bo 
We diſſtr in religion; Birpal dea; 
You fancy it a fin ally'd to treaſon, 
And valtly y dangerous" to the cottitionweat 
For - he 0 «ts and ſiggs to r Wl 
On the Lord's day. 


Now, 


[ 469 J 
Now, Sir, Im very fond of fiddling— 
And in my morals, what the world calls middling, 
Tve aſk'd my conſcience, that came ſtraight from 
Heav'n, | j og ; 
Whether I ſtood a gange to be forgivn, | 5 
If on a Sunday, from all ſcruples free, 
I ſcrap'd the old Black Joke and Chere Amie. .* 
«© Ah! fool, ( exclaim'd my conſcience) | know 
God never againſt, muſic made a rule; 3 , 


< On Sundays you may fafely cake your bow, : 
* And play as well the fiddle as the fool. ? 


A late Aer, too, O King g. 
Who knew moſt ſecrets of the ſkies, 
Said, Heav'n on Sundays reliſh'd pine Fand Aring . 
Where ſounds on ſounds unceaſing riſe- 
And aſk” „ a8 Sunday had its muſic here, Not 
Why Sunday, ſhou'd not have its, muſic ene 


N 


— 


1 


In conſequence of this divine opinion, 5 3 

That PaE of Parsons in your great dominign, 
Inform'd his faſhionable wife, W 

That ſhe might have her Sunday — and OM 

And meet at laſt with Heay'n's, rewards, 
When Death ſhould take her precious 1% 


türen of Ile nn g 0 wang (jo? 


Thus dropping pions 00 eee, e 
His ly; did iq her Sunday routs 


II +. 2 du 0 


„Cornwall. 


U 1 A 
E 476 J. 
Upon Goop Table, tod, that "awful ay? 0! 
Lo! like VaoxHALt,; teten el To gay! 
00K 181 IS, 90%, 07 HeiI9! 41 i V 
* if bis preſent e with ſharpen d eyes, 
Could Tquint xlittle deeper in the ſkies, 
He might be able to inform his dam 
Of two impoſtors, p'rhaps, ealld SI 9 
Who many a plefaure from our graſp nden A: 
| A 0 to 7 Eten from W 
N 44 Ty $1099 <4; MUNI . 151 
1 this, a ht: ould his 3 explore, 
What a proud day for Us and MisT&zss Moos ! 
For lo, two greater foes'we cannot name 
1 0 this world's joys' than Meffeurs Sin _ Are 


005 Tx pO 4 43 | 5 571 (2%; 8 - * * 
* 


1 hen-mipht' we think no more of praiſe and N 
But leave- at-will our ens ww 

Sleepy racket; lye a bed, or take the air, 

And order ou and bats to goto dd. wt 


e * i a 5 
Shay t eic 8“ ES 10 


3 other Days, would ha have life: 


Now prim, and ttarch and e mt, fs 8 = 


And gloomy. in her looks, as if. the wife 
CIS FU SULSDISON 316 YI! 
Ox: widow of- an UNDERTAKER. | 13 


* * — 


N ſhould 14,11 ww pes nobe cle,” bib. 
80 great a Monarch to viiges 11907 TY i 10 29 2. 


And, Sir, between you, and the e poſt; it: | PG: 71 
+ 225 me, you don't know what you've 1 * | 
The 


N 


J 

The loſs of me, ſo great a Bard, 
Is not, O King! to be repair'd. „N. 
My verſe ſuperior. to the hardeſt _ | 

Nor earthquake fears, nor ſea, nor fire; 
Surpaſling, therefore, Miſtreſs Damz's block, 

That boaſts ſo ſtrong a likeneſs of you, Sire. 7 
That block, ſo pond'rous, mult with age decay, 
And all the lines of wiſdom wear away; 
I grant the Lady's loyalty and lo ye. 


Yet, © none but Pm ſhould attempt a Jove.” 


92451 e 1919} B zi A1. 
The Man Menn W che ſtone 
Of fam'd PRAXITELES: alone ; 11651. 1 


Forbidding others to attempt. his nob, | 
It was ſo great and difficult a job. 


YT ETA 90 17. 4 L 


—— ww 4 
o 


AvucusTvs ſwore an oath: ſo dread, 
He'd cut off any poet's head, 


But VireiL's, that ſhould dare his praiſe rehearſe, 
Or mention ev n his name in verſe. 


9115 ht blygy > KO] Hi ha: 


Then, Sir, if 1 may be a little kree, | 
My art would' Tait your merits 'to' Sa Tos 57 


9 1A { > {4 i of 7 4 br De 


4 


Lord! in my adamantine lays, | 
Your virtues would like bonfires « blaze [72 5 
So firm your tuneful jeweller wo — 59 ſet. * em, TG 


{39915 \ 
207; break the teeth of TAE to eat em. 


1 


111 a 8 "PE 


L E +» 


Wrapp' di in che ſplendor do of my golden line; big) #64] 


For ever would your Majeſty be bel i br 


Appear a gentleman of firſt repute, nd 
And always glitter in à birth-day ſuit. 


isl Eangactro "13 no 25012 2 2011 91. 


Then to all ſtoffes WoUIAH I give tlie e 


That drm Attack OWNED ob Hunte depot 5 / 


* 


Making a King! A minepinn in Gur eye, © eg's bot c 


Who ought Fee Egypt's pyramids to tor; 


Such as the following fable," for example; ) b&n 
Ot an 1 ſample! 


ed us e nde HI IHE V 


* 12 1 Saag N $744 - 2 * tart 


3 Ning 89110010 E 191 903 I te 1333-911 


5 "45105 4 nad IAA en 33 28 5511 7 


Tun N DNA L. 8 HE FE 


„besb z28W1]ᷓ ö4 ot Ait aid ad git bo Daf 


SOME time ago a dozen lambs, 
Two. rey rend putriarchal rams, n Sigg O 
And one good motherly- old EwũWO.è:: bf g 
Die a, ſudden flown at Kew * 260 5 166 
19119451 

Where, vill dhe necet/inniceme; d! 2 

Thoſe pretty, inoffenſive lambs, Nut 

Ar d rev'rend horned patriarch 
And motherly old Eve, Were ni pft og raſ EE. 
All, the Fair prößtrt) öf our pn 8, ET 


N 1 4 : 


Who'e deaths did much the royal boſom Wing: 
bai „T. * » Twas 


$2 + 0 


ang Þ 
"Twas faid that dogs had mickled thein! te death 
Playrd with their gentle throats, ak hot e 


breath. ungen an 40 aAgmSiinan £ ee 


» * % 


Tur webs aid 8 11 10 Milz 2 rels' bank 


Like Homer's heroes on thy b” enſanguin'd plain, 

Stalk'd Mr. Ronson ; around the ſlai nn 

And never was more frighten'd in his life? 

So ſhock' d was Mr, Robinſon's whole face, 

Not ſtronger horrors; could haye taken place, 
Had d Cannons grvour Nawp elbe 7 -« dove 


yl * #0 # EY 
qt 115} 4 — 44 4 1141 313 


With wild, deſpairing looks, "and + 8 g 
And wet and pity-aſking eyes, 
He, trembling, to the Toyal preſence ventur'd— 
White as the whiteſt napkin when he enter'd! 
White as the man who ſought King Pertran's bed, 
1 kim that his warlike ſon was dead. 2 
zd mel sob R o586' un ITAOP 
« 0 pleaſe your r Magelty be, 476 eee ir | 
And then ſtopp'd ſhort : 1.0 
« What? what? what? VEE” the ſtizidg: king 8 
replied 
„ Speak, Robinſon; ſpeak, 1 pA d ; 
& the hurt??? ft! £9219 L 


. ＋ - | 
| HY L137 181 De 


« O Sire,” ſaid Robin ee . 
cc e the King— Bt put, me. gut 3 TS, 


8 ; I. 

* pai i ' i - 4 . ; == 3 1 _ 4 * 

| 7 mold i TO Hein DID 25D S On ww 
* The Hind, 


. « Don't, 
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© Pon'ꝭt, donꝭt in this ſuſpence a body keep“ 
9210 Site!?? eee ſheep! benen. 


28 1 F |} 1? 117 


uit fight bi 
iS What of the Beep,” ah s ase « « pray, 
60 pray FO * 
Ry Dead! Robinſon, dead, "474% or 3 n 
% Dead! anſwer'd Robinſon; dead! dead! dead! 
1 dead! air ieee eee ini 
Then like a drooping lily, hung dis head 


- 29G WO; HH . bab a ., i, if 
6s Trey how?” the ee add. with viſage ſad. 
$6 By dogs,” ag ä Up and n. mad“ 
5 No, no, they; can't, be, * tha. can't be 3 
« No, no, things.arn? t ſo Ws Wing arn't ſo Rah. , 
© Rejoin'd the King, 
* Of with them quick to 1 A 
« In with them, in, in with them in a cart—- 
*..Sell; A for as much as they. e 
108650 Jungs 1 WAL 100007 2A I 
Naw to, Fleet Market, giving, like, the, vind, 
Amidſt his murder'd mutton, rode the Hp, 
All in the royal cart ſo great, 


To try. to Tell; the royal meal: SLES 2 . 2 


142017 990 


10 Jadiont ah o mugqt (1 i n 


| The 1 news of this rare batch off lambs, | (4 
tary And ewe and rams, I emma Th ws 
| Defign'd. for many a London dinner, 
Reach'd the fair ears of Maſter Sheriff SKINNER, 
| ; Who 


L 47s 1 
Who with a hammer and a conſcience clear, 
Gets glory and ten thouſand) pounds a year 
And who, if things go tolerably fair, 
Will be one day proud LowSon's en Lon 
Aan. N 


m Aldmimarinks 50 his pulpit: ſhining, 

Midſt Gentlemen with nightcaps; hair and nig 
In language moſt rhetorical defining 

e — merit of a ot af piss: : 


When ſuddenly:x 4. news was drokaht; it of 
— 208 in Fleet Market were unwholeſome ſheep, 
Which made the Pazacner from his pulpit leap, 
As flitnible as a taylor or as noo 


For juſtice panting, and unaw'd) by FEES 

This King, this Emperor of Auctioneers 

Set off. a furious face indeed he put on 
Like light'ning did he gallop up Cheapſide! 
Like thunder down thro' Ludgate did he ride 

To catch the man who fold this dreadful mutton. 

Now to Fleet Market full of wrath he came 
And with the ſpirit of an ancient Roman, 
Exceeded” I believe by no man, 


The Alderman, ſo virtuous, cried out, * © SHAME: 1 


16115 1007 
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L 476 | 
% Dremme, to Ronan ſaid Maſter SKINNER, 
Who on ſuch mutton, Sir, can make a.dinner 2” 1 


Tou, if you pleaſe, rol {0 OWE at 
Cried. Mr, Rohinſon,, with perfect; eaſe.... moody 
« Sir!” —quoth the red-hot ALDERMAN again— | 
Tu, 5;quoth, the THIN, juſt the Foe cool. 

train 9 ν i014 (M199 bn 


bi WB. L. of” « 
as 0 cred 8 Skinner, with your e cartion Dl 


5 _— Sa take away your naſty theep.. 

« Whailit I command, not een the Kine 

« Shall fuck vife tuff to market bring, M F624? 
And London Hills fuck” gatbige put on 

* So e es Acid pol)" 


ot lo gtolaido 3 205 , Aae it Wong 


= 4 


4 10 od » WHT I: 3 
Ton bi 1 we TT We 
7 « "Fu Five the e e on utton a b bad na nate h 
5 \ 7 — = 33 
b 5 1 pa udently or: er it ava \ TRAIT > 
* 


21 V 1516 TW . L - 4H nor ! * 


* Sreet e Maſlr bos a dogg ak this pout: 4 
ce 7 on, your ſp pectacles upon. your þ +, 8 Aa 
TV 


29 — Dr Un, nidutl 
«c * keen, e eyes keg reg 


66 v ho ole ame fine large tige on ile Ot 


JV it 


Which 1 broug t thi sblaſtec mutton Here for fale.” 


Poor Skinner PN and read it with a ſtart! _ 
\ „ oel! 111 Ii 11 FT 4 ataido $1 113% 1 au or 


go iq Aud 108, bivoy g1qoog Ike 


% 


L 7 ] 
Like Haul kr, frigktetrd at his father's'Gholl, | 
The Alderman ſtood ſtaring Hke à pot; 
He ſaw G. R. inſcrib'd,- in handſdme letters, 6 
Which N the” ſheep' belong d iifito his Gen 


— Ils AM AAdAA JON-DST N 5111 op 


— hi thr ts he Hllefiony © ” * 


And being bleſt with proper recollection, 
Exclain'd—* I've made a great miſtake—Oh! f fad; 
« The ſheep are really not 10 bad. © 


fi 2 10 wy 

„H vilt nos 408 stato 1 Sid FT + 
„Dear Mr. Robinſon, I beg you ene . 
« Your Job-like patience, I've borne. Wn | 


nz; 


* Whoever ſays the mutton. is not good n ee 


« Knows nothing, Mr. Robinſon, of food; 


6 2 * 120 y45 Wr .nvladodA bailgor 9 he 


f oh verily believe L could turn, glutton,, n 
10 On ſuch neat, v wholſome, pretty-looking m = utton 
0 Pray, Mr. Robinſon, the mutton 1— 1 
5e 28 47 Sir, chat ny Majeſty i is well — 


60 1 ans \ TYM tryzd 
6 pings Mr. Robinſon he qu itt 


lg, no 0 sl: 3 


With cherubimic ſmiles an . placid br 


10% n mm x14. 


For fuch embarraſſing occaſions, 19 5 1 
W five n twenty i 17 ons. — 


e bit, „Ne TOAGIZG Tra Y 
To wth went Robinſon to ſell the * 


But people would not buy, except dog- cheap; 
At 


7 —_ — 
— — — — —— 


i 
13 
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Tc 1 
At length the ſheep were ſold. without the fleece; © | 
And brought King GeorGcE juſt half - a- crown a 
| piece. E eb. gots fi ff. bob if] 
Spe Yo OH- blo 1904 !Mt56} 444 679 a 
Now for the other ſaucy hing ſtor , 
Made, one would think, to tarniſſi Kingly glory. 
T 43548 1995 42 ; 


aud THER: 30D MOLLY 


f ; "a , IS © 7 14 4 
92 1241 5 innere i / * 11 —— 
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Tax KIA 8 AND PARSON YOUNG. 


th ” No 61 10 * 


| THE K * (God ble . met old Pans f 


* 


Walkii on Wit adler tet — ne e 
a ing on Win errace on . morning 


Delightful was the day—the [ag N 1A 
A heavenl 7 day for bowling ar and i a orning! 2 
For tearing, farmers hedges d own —ballooings— 


441 Dag 


Shouts, curſes, e and a like i : pious doings. ed. 
$14. 29 1 "ATE 3 
8 Young,” cried the K. 6 4 ye bunt, 5 bunt 
4029 ; 26 71 j 

« to-day? * 


Ves, yes—Wwhat what? es 
2501 tay” 4 D507. 90s ie eu (fine da , fine 


BL, 11 0 , 1 RT 49 11700 L bis n 
Low Yin are tent bow 9g Prieſt repted;”' 

«© Great Kino! I really have no horſe to ride; 

« Nothing, 'O'Motidrch, bit my founder'd mare; 

& ue firs my-Litce,. as blind as ſhe eat lite.“ 


cc No 


.. Ls 
c No-horſe!” _ the K* , no horſe, no 
4 &Hhorſe}” hn e 0 nat wn 1 
& Indeed,“ the Parſon added, “ have none: 
« Nothing but poor old Dobbin who of courſe 
Is dangerous being blinder than a ſtone.“ 
ce Blind, blind, V o0UNG ? never mind you 8520 
«© mult go, 
„ Muſt hunt, muſt hunt, Younc<ftay behind 
dh 


Fl P $ 
1 


Whit pity, that the King, in bis diſcourſe” 


Forgot th fag, I' lend ye, 18 a horſe !” 
WKO2 5 A: n \ Fall 


The K. to Youxs behaving thus ſo kind, 


Whate'er the danger, and howe' er inclin d, 
At home with paliteſe Young could not ſtay— 


+ 4$i 
So up "Revs RENGE got upon the mare, 


Reſolvd 1 5 Chace with MaJzsTY to ſhare, 
Wi! er the | Ah 


TIE 


Rougd' was the deer the e 
YouNG 1 
eren and Pollux like: ot fide by fide; ; 
When lo, a ditch was to be ſprung! 


Over N d G, THE; THIRD with kingly pride. { 


17 : | 
60 08 4 


ig 
Over 8 Tinker, Tmpeer, Rockwood, Temes ” 


Over n Mendall, Bruſbrꝛood, Jubal, . wh 


4 Trinbuſb, 


ö — 


— — 


> 3 4 
Pr ERNNNETNR——_ 
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Trimbufh ane Cheri, Mic, Ranter, Wonder, 
And fifty 75 with their moyths of thunder— 
Great names! whole pedigrees ſo fair, 


Aa ph Howe ene might compare \ 


Thus glorioufly attended leap'd the "King, , 
By all thoſe hounds attended wick a ſpring — — 
Not CæSaA“s ſelf a fiercer look put on, * 1 
Wben with"hls" bolt he"pab'l the Rubicon / = 


But wayward Fas the Parſons Palfrey humbled, 
And gave the mare a ſudden checx 

Unfortunately poor blind Dobbin humbled, 
And' . his ** . a 


The ds nen, ** with amaze look'd round 
Upon his dead companion on the ground-— 
4c What, ich ?P* he cried, — YouNG dead !— 
N 0 Younc dead! Youxs dead |— | 
8 Humph HA take him up—and put him home to 


5 * d,” 3 
ae nnd nent, nets 


Thus bivlng friſ'd——with a beet face 
NiIuROPD the ſecond j join 5 the Jovial Chace. TRIS 


1 #175 a, £ 
-— WL. * AY : f "#*- 


5 f 8 3 * * L "4 n 7 
Mee * wr . T9 * 


Os 2 | : | 
DO [ _—_— | | 
. N „N Ma A K bats W. ; 


I "MORAL Al RET rrerig . 


root "would * ed ben 1 
was kilbd, 4 Den eien 
And TY up ev ry, "thought of hound and — 
And wich a weakneſs, call'd Compaſſion, whe { 
Had turerd, Samaritan, and dropp'd a . 
But better far che royal. Sportſman) knew 7 
He gueſs'd the conſequence, beyond — Dog 1 
Full well he gueſt d he ſhould not have M- 
And that he ſhould be: ſhamefully thrown out. 


Perhaps frem the royal eye a tear TW + wil 

Yet Pages ſwear they nnen vid act 
* B. * eie eue, 

But Majeſty ma may 1 what, - Oy what's death ? 

* N Nought, n nought, nought t but a little Joſs o of breath,” 


v . fm 4 8 * $ 4 1 . = — 
rn 3 — 


n 


— ꝶäA On 


To Parſon Youne, | twas more, I'm very clear 
He loſt by death ſome hundred pounds a year. 

A great deal, my dear Lizcs, depends 

On having elever bards for friendg—— _ 
What had AcniLLEs been without his HoukR? 
A taylor, woollen-draper, or a comber! 
Fellows that have been dead a hundred year, 
None but the Lord knows how or where— 


1 8 8 


N 4. 1 
1a a N 
In Poeliy' nich i] 7 how virtue "the 2 \ ak {fi gin ys 
in, 10 


441. ny DNOY a 1831 Kar ſeem ogg Slod'// 


| Some 9 Car 
e a bulk. 5 —19 II 0097 


n the * — 1 101 aid * an bak 1 
elr A no \ 
That, eyn 97 CIS * knox ——e 10 115 NN 


Could! ou;, Ind6d;” have gal . 1 Hüte df fre, | 


Great would your luck have been, indeed, great 
| baimgig gynnd> 30 & Nen 158851545 al on w bo - 


Theti' bad prota your noblehef ef fpirit hcl” 
Then had'T'Bokfted' that Hüypſelf , 01777 
: Hight PETER, was the firſt bleſt; tuneful elf, dT 
vel Gar böte gras re 
lol bas 12 oc 55% psc to Thad 2dT 
Though — 4 Prbtty Raf its ni 2A 
Of Namen; lo 1 feorn tel the £66174 bf 
If Fortune calls, ſhe's welcome to my cot, 
Whether ſlie leaves a guinea- or- a- groat: 
Whether ſne brings me from the butcher's ſhop 
eee Pt ® phie HE 5 4 5 TY 
 iJIHAICg 
For lo! ke Arn 2 can dine, 
And deem a mutton- bone extremely fine — 
: Their o difficuly Ing tagt, you fn 
40 bribe amDerate RFT NN like Me, 


Ast dum 007 10 Ü modw lo gb NMI! 


I will nt vg Eik. e Joo 


| aff Salty RNs een was known to faulter. 


Nay | 


/ 


> 


s 8 a © 


t 4 433 1 


| Nay n more—ſome Bak men in oppoſition, gs 

| Whole ſouls did rally fem in Good Condition; 
Who made of Pi io horrible > comp — 

And damm'd bim 5 e worlt o 1 Kh 175 711 


i604 


Alter d their minds—became Pr rs abj ct ſlaves, 
88 Wan * Patron for a 87 vr. 
601g bog! {155 Y .. * ug. 1 108100 
And who i is hare that may not 5 his mind? 
Where can vou folks of that deſcription find 
Who will not ſell their ſouls for cath, _, . ö 
That moſt angelic,  diabolic train) 
Een grave Divines ſubmit to, glitt ring pla? 
The beſt of conſciences are bought and ſold + 
As in a tale Pll ſhow, moſt edifying, _ 
* ae that Fan hing, 
2 in o Smoniaw oil , lap Sat 10 1 
WW 


goſſt e doiud od mot in 2nirind ift 1 
Tux PARSON, THz corn; AND THE 
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"ep 
5 of 4 L. K. 


— } | 7 115 1423 Od 1. 1199 77 
- " # KA 


A GENTLEMAN poſſeſt'd a bete bac, L 
That never treated maid nor man ill: * 
This dog, of whom we cannot too 7 „„ 
Got from his godfather the name of Tray. 
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After ten>yearacdf ſereice juſt ): 
Tray Mke chentace of:mortals, ee de 
That & te Aayy the ſpanieb died p11 25 nidly 2A 
A coſfib then w orderꝭd to: be made, 
The dog w-] an the church · xard laid/ 
e 9 the maſter hd ob 
Lymening, mph his truſty, fur-clad friend, 99 


1 OUT T&S13 : 27 L 


| And wil ling tc to en his e end „ 


A1 


He raiy'd, F Fall 1 blue tone, Juſt, aft fter bur b heh, 3 
And EP Nen tt ſweet memorial 


101 8 88 Ne 50. 
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mint 7 $ 21 16 7) mx 
* bltow. 144 1145 oſt Nom sid: to amoned Hr ey IVY * 
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"HERE feſt the Hick of u krlend below; © 
Bleſt with more ſenſe than half che folks I know ; 
Fond of his caſe and-toino'patties'/prone,'' 
He damm d c but calmily ignawdbis bone; 
Perform'd ki functions well in evry way 

Bruſh, CHTT RN, if you ai, and copy; Tray. 


bauoig yiod , wia-besb tidy gnigq gl) 


vob Saen | 


THE CusaTz of the Huntingtonian a. 
Rare bretdbfpoljelhawksrtliat ſcour arty 
And fieret o. n their quürry: fall, of] 
9 8 Thoſe Locuſts, that would eat us alty 
2010 ed Ec 


Men 


Kb 1 


Men ah with aew-invented patent eyes, WU 
See Heav's and all. che angels in che fies 
As plain as in the box of SHOW N SW, 
For litile Maſter made, and curious Miſsʒ 
We ſee with huge delight the King of France | 
With all his Lords and Ladies dance $9. nA 


This Corate beard the affair 6 11 1 f "on bessa, 5 
And thus exclaim'd, with infinite FCN 1 8? | 
48 Lord!” O Lord! O Lord! Lord?” E + 
WS doings theſe, upon my 7 | 


n 


“ This, truly, is a pretty thing! 
« What will become of this moſt ſhocking world? 
&« How richly fuch a rogue deſetves' to ſwing, n 


* ren = 


zona Ae ; Hef ped) nagt Stom Aer HT : 
6 yr Fete ee — 
A dog in chriſtian ground be buried! f 
„ And have an epitaph forſoath ſo civil: | 

* Egad! ! Old Maids: will preſently; be fund 8 4 

6 Clapping their dead ram cats in holy ground, | 
* And writing verſes on each mouſing devil.” | 


es nr 3 PSY FY 
gran 9 11 tr) 4128 15 [74 
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The Prieſt Nn Homer's — 


ing, 21 365 LIGOW 2617 „Eos 
* 


went 


t 


1 8 oo 5 RIO BY” 
e ſpan . 


5 d him All 9 3 12 ov 
Na rin, Sie fingh ging'o  « ſlave | 
27 08 2 
e abuſe him—got = 2D 
— 1 043 on — Ion Mi Pane * 


Son of the De, what haſt chou dener 


* Nought. for .the e ation can atone | 1 5 g 20 
ce I ſhould ng F if the rat: wife. £ 
2 US a 5 8 down his Mbeki all fo . 


n rth that a: head, 
055 hich dar” 5 80 fo baſe an ad devil * 
Wbie 30 wy 9 En nen 30890 1151 22 


* Bury a dog like chriſtian folk !—— 

None e bir me dert EDT * 

„ A man to perpetrate a deed ſo odd: 
Our Inquiion een the tue hall heart 
4 And quickly your fine fleece thall-theery/ 
© Why} ſuch a villain cave believe in God. 
mir Iun⁰,ẽ]ͥ n IW LN r f le bobs . 
© $dfely" 0 lep S- We ſquire . 2 
Hy was . gest u ug as ever dec - 
* N Zhveatich"ultt his mörals iiendz—- 

« And, what, perhaps; Sir; Jou mah — 

9 <6 Before His Hathp of fe went ou, © 
« He order d you a legacy, my na- 


4 Did nee , . dhe fa 5 et a, 
Hof 


28201 1 fI&O SU wy 7 "or r 
il accents. 5 ind Kind; * 


e What! 


0 N N x „„ 
1 * "that is * he, 7 ; - 0 


953 . f 
. 
V 
Wes - _- 0 ”_ 55 e merit, 424 
Ky” * truly, dach BY Yor eaſt! 1559 1WA 
Res no bletieſs 2 30 1 Eakh 


6 Should not like common op 55 put away.— 
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« Well! 1 pray what was if it that "he $a 


2 2 fellow! « ere b he fought the grave? ** 2 der 
eſs I may p ur, | confidence, vir, 3 in Bc 
S III 2 £ 1510 


te T. piece of gold,” 1 the | gentleman re re epd 
« I'm much oblig'd d to Tray, of the Parſon 0, 
80 left God's age, and pocketed'1 the | guinea. 
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© 4 . Aw * ” 5 aw * 2 - 7 . — ; «© # 
Aeg d UQG 1 VID . 12 dy 410) 
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Yet, ould 1 . e fickle in, 


Or Mr. Peri RDan-—change my minds 
And for the Ban your Majeſty ſhould ſend, 


And fay, © Well well, well well, my tuneful friend, 


< I long, 1 long, to give you ſomething, 1057 kd 
* You make fine yerſes—nothing gan be ſweeter 
os "I will you have? what, whaz?, rab K 


Adu PEAT 35 190 tüte bak = 
6 8 you you kevin, n -e doubt, no 
"Y doubt..'— 82 5 2 LO Hh 18DT) of 


Or. ſhould vou, like ſome men who gravely, preach, 


Forſake your uſual, Mort. hand mode 0 of ſpeech, 
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And 
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And thus e bible-phraſe. foblims ; 

What ſhall be done for our rare Son of Rhine? 
The Bard who full of wiſdom writeth? 
* <a BarÞ i in hom the es delighteth 27 
© Then would the Poet thankfully reply 
With fault'ring voice, low bow, and mary ling eye, 

All meekneſs! ſuch a fimple, dovelike thing! 

'« Bleſt be the Bard who verſes can endite, 
To yield a fecond Solomon delight ! Hos 
.' . © Thrice bleſt, who ndeth favour with the King ! 


* 


OP, 


8 Ne the Royal Will to give bx Bard 

« In whom the King delighteth, ſome reward, 
« Some mark of Royal Bounty to requite him; 
* Kings do _ 1 pos KNIGHT HIM. 
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